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while pressing in tier hand her mother's wedding 
ring. 

^^ Anything rather than part with what is so 
sacred to her/' she murmnred, and again tnmed 
towards the barber's. The man who had been 
watching her all the time from behind one of his 
wax figures, fully determined not to lose the rich 
treasure of those beautiful ringlets, began to fiddle 
among the fronts and other mysteries of his 
establishment on seeing her re-enter. 

^^ Please give me a little more," she said in a 
plaintive voice, and the look that accompanied 
the simple request might have found its way to 
a heart more impassible than was the worthy 
barber's. 

** Well, my dear, if I may cut it thus I will 
make it —yes, I will make it fifteen shillings ; 
stay, it shall be a sovereign." 

^' Cut it as short as you please, but give me the 
most you can." 

" Well, thirty shillings ; ik is a great deal too 
much, a great deal. T assure you I could not 
give another penny ; so if you are not satisfied I 
cannot help you. It is an unheard of price in 
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LOVE OR HATRED. 



CHAPTER L 

THREADS OF GOLD. 

" Aa orphan with my parents lived, whose eyes 
Were loadstars of delight." 

Sbbllkt. 

Four days scarcely had passed since Christmas 
day, and the Werters were reduced to a worse 
state of poverty than Fitzroy then found them 
in. Mrs. Lindley's present had vanished before 
the appetites of the two healthy boys, and again 
starvation stared ^them in the face. Every effort 
had been resorted to for the employment of a 
sempstress, bat to no purpose, for people seemed 
to have their garments for the new year either 
ready made or completed by magic^ and once 
more the young mother sat shivering before a 
fireless grate, with three starving children around 
her, whose eyes were lifted to hers in a mute 
appeal for sustenance. Once more she turned 

VOL. HL B 
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her an age, ** brave, worthy of all I ever believed 
jou capable of, now speak. I command you, and 
choose between love and happiness, or death at 
my hand this instant I '' 

The woman paused but for a second, while the 
mother^s heart pleaded for its offspring ; then her 
mind took in the scene and its consequences, she 
believed that she was in the power of a madman, 
for every movement of his revealed insanity, she 
felt that firmness and self possession were her 
only safeguard, and hiding her real alarm she 
looked steadily into the eyes that were blazing 
on her — that stare seemed to fascinate him. 
" Choose at once," he said. 
^^ Death I a thousand deaths I " she cried, 
suddenly stooping her head and springing swiftly 
aside^ thus avoiding the contents of the pistol, 
which lodged in a straw mattress standing for 
tidiness sake against the opposite wall. 

^^ Villain I *' she resumed, catching his arm and 
holding it motionless with almost supernatural 
strength. " I would rather lie a corpse at your 
feet, than be the slave of such as you. Edmond 
Fairfield, give me the weapon that I may rid the 
earth of its vilest reptile.*' 
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She wrenched the pistol from him. 

^^ Oh I would that I had the strength of a man, 
but as it is, take now the reward of your oowardly 
deeds from an injared woman, and die — dog-like 
as you are." 

" You forget yourself, it is not a revolver, and 
the cartridge has already exploded." 

" Knave I " she cried, ** see thus I prove your 
falsehood." 

She raised the pistol above his head and fired. 
'* I fear you not, though no other mortal, through 
your devices, is in this lonely house, for, as I live^ 
if you advance a step nearer, the next shot from 
this pistol will be a &tal one for you." 

Strong with excitement, and glowing with in- 
dignation, Florence stood before Fitzroy, holding 
near his head the same weapon that a few minutes 
previously had been pressed against her own* 
"Dare you insult me more," she continued, 
glaring at him in fury, " promise that you will 
never insult me more, and that you will leave this 
place at once, — ^but I forget that a promise from 
you would be as empty as the heart that made it 
— and — Good heaven I Harriet Thompson what 
has brought you here ? ** 
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While Florence addieised Fairfield, she had 
oonfronted him like an enraged tigress ; bat the 
last ejaculation* was oocasioned by seeing her 
old servant oowering in a comer, as though dread- 
ing detection, but who now advanced boldly. 

** To serve my master/' replied the girL ** Ton 
are so mad, madam, that yon require to be con- 
fined in a lunatic asylum, and as we are here for 
that purpose, you need not make any resistance.'* 

^' And this is the story you have finuned to 
eov«r your base intrigue should my resistance 
summon help ? but it is rather a hackneyed one, 
and will not pass current in any rational locality. 
Traitress, stand back I or, if you be a woman, 
have pity and save me from the only lunatic pre- 
sent — ^your master." 

'^ If he be so, madam, it was you who made 
him one.*' 

^'Harriet Thompson, your dead mother left 
you in my charge, and perhaps I did not watch 
over you as I should have done, or you oonld not 
now be an advocate of his. Bat, oh I by the 
inem<Nry of that tender name, looigaie you to aid 
me by forcing yonder coward to leave me here in 
peace." 
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The girl was staggered, and hesitated. 

^< Harriet I good Harriet I '' cried Morenoe, 
AarneBtly, ^' hare pity on me^HUive me fiom that 
manP 

^' Eoir can I save j^a? I am his slave. Ah t 
lady, yoQ have done more for me than I deserved ; 
bat 1 loved him so, that I was willing to give up 
all to make him bappy." 

^< Happy I wretched victim. And what would 
be your own fate, if through you I were brought 
to any harm 1^ He—" 

** Bsace I *' cried Fitzroy, ** you have said 
enough, madam* Harriet, do as I desire.*' 

'^ Oh I sir,'' exclaimed Thompson, transformed 
from a proud vixen to an humble pleader, '^ I 
entreat you to go no fkrther in this matter ; the 
poor lady 49eemfi to have sufiered enough at your 
hands already." She paused a moment, then 
added, passionately, ** No, Edmond Fairfield, by 
heaven I will not have her made what I am my-> 
self — ^for nothing else she can be, since your wife 
is— >is — Oh I sir," she continued, checking the 
words that had rushed to her lips, ^' have mercy 
upon the poor lady — ^for I swear that I wUl not 
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steep my soul in deeper guilt than I have done 
for yon ere this." 

Florence listened eagerly, until Harriet had 
thns spoken ; then the woman's weakness, 
triomphing over the nnnatoral strength of 
frenzied passion, compelled her to sink upon a 
chair in helplessness, the pistol dropping from 
her grasp, thus she wept hysterically. 

Fitzroy, profiting hy this opportnni^, fled to 
her side^ and signing Harriet to do so likewise, 
attempted to &sten his arms about her ; but she 
started to her feet in an instant, and all her 
former indignation returned with double violence. 

" Unhand me I" she cried, " help I here, Har- 
riet I Charley I Miss Raymond I help ! Hark I'^ 

She paused, for a glad young voice sounded on 
their ears^ and light footsteps ran along the 
passage. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

POWEBLESS WEALTH. 

" Nooght may the woeful spirit in heart 
Dedare one point of all mj eorroVf imart." 

Ohauoib. 

'^ MoTHEB, mother, see whom I have brought 
you," cried Lily, joyously, as she bounded before 
the detected usurer. Then staggering back at 
the terrible spectacle of her parent lying senseless 
in the arms of Harriet Thompson, she screamed 
loudly, and in a second Eleanor Fairfield rushed 
into the apartment, once again confronting her 
husband. Completely overpowered by the sud- 
deness of such a meeting, the unfortunate woman 
leant against the wall in silent consternation. 

" Hey, Gad I what is this ? What is wrong 
now ?" cried Sir Gordon Travers, blustering past 
Major Somers, who had followed almost on Ella's 
footsteps. 

The Major went quickly to Mrs. Werter, and 
drew her to himself with one hand, while with the 
other he tightly held the vest of Fitzroy, until 
recalled firom a momentary unconsciousness^ 
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Florence gazed wildly into the face bent tenderly 
towards her. She could not believe the evidence 
of her sight, and allowed herself to rest for a 
moment upon his bosom^ with a delicions feel- 
ing of safety and protection in her heart, then 
disengaging herself^ she looked again into his 
face, and burst into tears. 

*^Fear nothing now, dearest^*' he whispered, 
pointing to Mrs. Fairfield, who extended her hand 
towards them. 

Florence pressed it between her own, mnrmor- 

i«g— 

^^ I am bewildered I I am bewildered I" 

"Hehl Gad I Audley, who is the individual 
you have collared?" asked the Baronet, ^^and 
what mean those ghastly features of Ella ? Surely 
this cannot be — " 

^^ Your nephew, sir," returned Somers ; " your 
nephew — ^Edmond Fairfield." 

'^ Poor girl I poor girl I Ah ! my Ella, this is 
. ^ meeting for ,»u-. ^ meeKng for » 
all." 

Removing Audley's hand from the grip it had 
fastened upon Fitzroy, and placing himself 
between the two men who had no little cause for 
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hatred toirardi each other, Sir Gordon oon- 
tiiiiied^- 
^^ Let me deal with this man. Bdmond Fair* 

• 

field, jron and I have never met befora Yet 
yon 0ee in me a mnoh injured person, one who 
had ever been in the light of a &ther to your 
neglected wife. She, whpm yon stole firom a 
happy home, with no more experience than a 
school girl, stole her from those she once loved* 
First to possess yourself of her fortune, then 
crash her yonng affections, revile and maltreat 
her to the extent that nothing bat the low, craven 
boward yon are cpuld have ever stooped to do I'* 

Sir Gordon's passion rose to terrible intensity, 
and, with an oath, he added — 

" Not satisfied with the breaking of her heart 
and the severing of those tender ties, yon 
forsook her altogether ; for what ? to obtain an 
entrance to a home, which, the first moment you 
crossed its threshold, was desecrated by your 
footsteps. It was the guilty passion of a rauS that 
first brought you to Lilymount. A passion for a 
wife, faithful to herself, her children, and her 
husband. Faithful to the honour of her sex, the 
laws of her country, and to society. A virtuous 
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woman, who scorned your unhallowed love, whose 
greatest fault was that she kept from her hus- 
band's knowledge the insult she received from 
her husband's friend ; but she could not place be- 
fore his eye the real character of the man who had 
saved her children, as she believed, from the fruits 
of a husband's extravagance at the gaming table, 
and who had wormed himself into the confidence of 
Colonel Werter, even while leading him on to 
deeper ruin, keeping up the semblance of friend- 
ship all the time.'' 

" Uncle, uncle," interrupted a faint voice. 
^^ cease, oh I cease. Spare us all this dreadful 
retrospect" 

But Mrs. Fairfield's entreaties were useless, for 
the volley of reproach again burst freely from the 
Baronet's lips. 

" Edmond Fairfield 1" he cried, " you profited 
well by the base cunning of your grovelling 
nature. For when j^our dupe stood upon the 
brink of poverty, you stepped forward to oflfer 
your purse for his acceptance. It was not re- 
fused, neither were your coflfers the lighter for 
the loan. That day, the day your timely assist- 
ance saved the man who trusted in your honour 



LOYB OB HATRED. 21 

from the exposure of a hard world — nay, worsoi 
from prison — made yoa master of your first 
mortgage on Lilymonnt^ which even then Colonel 
Werter might have redeemed bat for year under- 
hand daplicity, which, while yoa seemed to warn 
him from the vice of gambling, laid snares to 
attach him closer to it, until at last that costly 
mansion and demesne, which should have been 
the birthright of his children, passed entirely into 
your hands; but this was kept secret, or only 
known by the two perpetrators of the crime, and 
Frederick Norcott. But why do you start, sir, 
now ?" 

Fitzroy had listened to these accusations, 
powerless to do otherwise, until Sir Gordon 
pronounced the name of EUa^s brother with 
peculiar emphasis ; then the guilty being started, 
and looked towards the door, growing paler as he 
saw Major Somers coolly locking it, and putting 
the key in his pocket. He next turned towards 
the accomplice, Harriet Thompson, and found her 
cowering before the indignant gaze of her who 
had once been her mistress. 

Mrs. Fairfield, supported on either side by 
Mrs. Werter and Lily, both of whom only partially 
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oomprehending all that passed, drank in every 
sentence that fell from her ancle's lips, in fearful 
anxiety and suspense. 

'^ Ton cannot escape. I repeat that this deed 
of treachery and deceit was kept secret even from 
the gentle wife, who, a month later, hovered like 
a ministering angel about the sick couch of 
Oolonel Werter ; who waited upon her husband 
with the untiring zeal and afifeotion of a true 
woman's heart, until day after day she saw him 
wasting gradually away, sinking as it were by 
some unknown disease, for which the most 
eminent physicians failed to discover a name." 

Florence moved closer to the indignant stranger, 
with her eyes fastened on his lips, as if reading 
the words he would utter before they were formed, 
so great was her interest in what coocemed her 
dead husband. 

*^At last Colonel Werter died, and pcarcely 
had the grave closed over him, and the orphans 
turned away from the narrow bed in which they 
had left the idol of their household sanctuary, 
when they heard that Lilymount had passed into 
the possession of Mr. Fitzroy, and that they were 
cast poor and friendless upon a world tibey only 
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knew by name. But at the moment the 7t>ang 
widow thought herself most forsaken, the sister 
of her husband offered her a home. This was 
not, as you, Fitzroy, had calculated ; for reading 
Lady De Burg's character with the jaundiced eye 
of a penurious worldling, whose narrow mind 
could not comprehend the good side of human 
nature, you did not expect that she, who appeared 
to you as an artificial rotary of fashion, could 
deprive herself of an estate in Ireland to give it 
to her sister-in-law. ; and, once again, the beau- 
tiful woman you professed to love was lifted 
beyond your reach." 

"When will this unmeaning tirade cease?** 
asked Fairfield, " and who are you, who thus 
stands before me like a gibbering idiot? Silence 
your senseless tongue, sir, and command that 
man Somers to release me from the presence of 
every one of you." 

" Not so soon," replied the Baronet, ** but as 
the persecutions you have subjected that lady to 
are rather too numerous to be recapitulated here, I 
shall pass them over, and enter upon a subject of 
graver import. Soon after you fled from your ) 

school-girl wife, yon one night fomid a starving 
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wretch on London Bridge, that wretch was 
Frederick Norcott, that poor child's brother." 

^' Ha, yes. I know that Well, go on and 
finish this romantic tale at last/' said Fitzroy. 

Ella had panted and trembled as she bent 
eagerly forward to devour the length and breadth 
of all her uncle knew against her husband, and 
dreading the articulation of each syllable, as 

though the next would contain her own death 
warrant. 

^^ I shall finish now, sir," resumed the Baronet, 
^* and tell you that you are — *' 

A scream, loud, piercing and prolonged, 
chased back the fatal words that Ella imagined 
had hung upon her uncle's lips. He started 
round, for, carried away as he was by his indig- 
nant feelings, while addressing Fitzroy he had 
forgotten her very presence, to which he was 
recalled by seeing her prostrate on the ground 
before him. He lifted her tenderly to* his 
bosom, but struggling from his embrace, she 
knelt at his feet, pushed back the grey hair from 
her temples, clasped her hands tightly together, 
and raised her face to his in silent but eloquent 
supplication, while Sir Gordon turned from the 
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beloved features to hide the tears that had started 
to his eyes. 

Fitzroy looked upon bis wife and shrank 
nearer to Harriet Thompson. 

^^ Oh I do not/' faltered Ella at last, overcoming 
the emotion that had almost choked her, and 
pointing towards Thompson, ^^ do not say more. 
He is my husband, and how could you say the 
horrid words that would do him a mischief, 
young as he is, stricken with remorse, beset by 
evil influences. Observe that woman cowering 
yonder ; it is all her doings, all her fault Oh I 
have mercy, do what you will with me, but spare 
the husband of my love, the father of my dead child, 
my own lost Hatty ; uncle, uncle, you have always 
been good and kind to me, steel not your heart 
against the unfortunate Ella now, for I swear by 
the heaven above that I would rather sacrifice my 
life, yours, every one belonging to me, than have 
a hair of his head injured." 

She rose as the last sentence struggled through 
her parched lips, and stood in the centre of the 
room gazing defiantly on those around her ; but 
it was only for a moment, and the next she flung 

VOL. m. 
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herself into the same humble attitude upon her 
knees, listening her tearless eyes as before on 
Sir Gordon*B face^ who, unable to resist suoh an 
appeal, compelled her to rise. 

«< Foolish child/* he murmured, '^ what is it 
you dread ? I think Mr. Fairfield is too well ao- 
accustomed to be called a villain to heed it much 
from me.'* 

He turned to Major Somers, adding-*- 
^^ I took this matter from you, and lifted tho 
responsibility of it upon my own shoulders ; but 
you, who have a right to deal with some of it^ can 
finish the remainder ; look at the face of that 
miserable wife. Ton heard what she said. I can 
do no more.*' 
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CHAPTER III. 

SQUBTHJBa OK XHB SLAHD OF jnTZBOY^B WIFE. 

" Made of my enemies the soom and gaie, 
lb grind in brasen feiten nnder task." 

MXLTOM. 

'^ Jt is Aot noceBSBjj that 70a should/* said the 
Major, taking the key from his pocket and open- 
ii^ the door to its widest extent. ^^ There," he 
added, " Edmond Fairfield, or Fitzroy, whicheyer 
be your name^ there is the road for you to life 
and liberty once more. I^ who should have taken 
your life, feel contempt too deep for the acts yon 
have been guilty of to sully my sword with a 
coward's blood. Yes, theie is the path to liberty, 
won fox you by berwhose heart you haye wrenched 
with the direst tortures ; take it, and if you oan^ 
make amends for the past by atonement in the 
£ature*" 

Fitzroy turned to look upon the face of his wife; 
it met his own, not with an ^pression of anger 
or upbraiding, but with that of pity and almost 
contempt He paused a second, for somethiog 
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there was in that fece which told him that hem 
was the only real love in all the world that he had 
been able to attain. He advanced towards her, 
and taking her hand, wonld have pressed it with 
his own, bat it was proudly withdrawn ; howeveri 
snatching it again, he hastily imprinted a kiss 
upon it and fled from the room. 

For once the obdurate heart of the usurer was 
touched by the devotion of his neglected wife. 

Mrs. Fairfield stood like a statue, as he had 
left her, with her eyes riveted on a little drop that 
sparkled on her fingers. It was a tear wrenched 
from the breast of a criminal — a tear wrung from 
the heart of Fitzroy. Tet no one in that apart- 
ment saw it but herself. Saw it — felt it rather 
— for as it dried upon her hand it seemed to melt 
into her very soul, softening the remembrance of 
his faults until she found an excuse for every one 
of them, and she believed only in the old love 
and happiness of the past. It placed before her 
mind the burning words of delicious joy that 
once fell from his lips, and Edmond, the young 
bridegroom of other days, the idol of her life, 
stood alone beside her. 

Lily Werter, child though she was, compre- 
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hended what was passing in Ella's thoughts 
perhaps better than all the others present, and 
stealing softly to her side, she laid her head 
caressingly upon her arm. The action recalled 
Mrs. Fairfield to herself, for starting and look- 
ing hastily from one to another, she caught the 
litle girl to her bosom in a paroxysm of grie£ 

All were too deeply occupied in the distress of 
Sir Gordon's niece to perceive that Thompson, 
taking advantage of the first opportunity, had 
slunk from the room, and it was only when 
Florence, turning from the friend she had helped 
to comfort to resume her place beside Audley, 
first discovered the absence of the wicked woman ; 
but she was too happy in the bliss so newly 
created to take heed of her old servant's disap- 
pearance. 

What did it matter now to her who came or 
went, since he would never more go from her. 
Even during part of the interview which had 
passed between the Baronet and the usurer, the 
lover found a moment to breathe into her ear 
words of tenderness^ noting as he did so her 
blushing cheeks and radiant eyes, which were as 
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eloquent as any avowal which ooold have escaped 
her lips. 

What now to Florence was the poverty or grief 
that she had lately suffered, since a home, glad^ 
dened bj the presence of him she loved, should 
bless her coming years. All was light and sun- 
shine that brightened the future for her. How 
different felt poor Mrs. Fairfield, as the death 
struggle of each hope she had conjured up rent 
her heart with anguish. Beason unfolded the 
bitterness of her life's reality, the present became 
almost a blank, and the future a barren waste ; 
but this miserable feeling could not long hold 
possession of her breast, for turning towards her 
uncle, the affection that pleaded in his face sprung 
a well of comfort in her soul, which increased on 
listening to the grateful acknowledgment of her 
loving friend, until she turned at last from the 
dark picture of despair to that of peace and con- 
tentment. 

Florence had to hear over and over again the 
delightful explanation of her lover*s freedom, and 
the assurance of her own acceptance to his &ther*s 
heart, before she oould believe the extent of her 
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own happiness. Her reception of Sir Gordon 
Travers was each as to win his complete appro- 
bation of his friend's choice, for as long as his 
attention had been engaged by Ella's hnsband he 
conld only see a beantifal young creatare, whose 
agitation kept chajaging a fair countenance with 
BO many different espressioDs that he conld not 
tell which was the most habitual one, or whether 
a frown or a smile was the most natural to her 
almost fiiultless features; however, her frank, 
winning manner, and her simple words of grati- 
tude to him decided her victory over Sir Gordon* 
Fitzroy did not return to his hotel on leaving 
Mrs. Werter's lodgings, but fled madly along the 
streets, away, anywhere, so that he could be free 
from human habitation and all mankind ; off to 
Cloutarf and on towards Dollymount he went, 
where he could see nothing but the seething brine 
of the sea, and hear nought but its mournful and 
unceasing noise. Fire was in his brain and fury 
in his heart. What good to him^ after all, had 
been the ppwer of his countless wealthy since he 
was foiled in every scheme, scorned at every turn, 
and reviled by all but — ^yes, even in the darkness 
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Jitxroj. Bat hoir many stzaoge and inesqpiIicaUe 
igs are pamfng be&re as eieij daf ^ and EILali 
Lis <^ pleading aSection, as she knelt in h» 
li^ialf at her ande sleety Hnjpond still he»de 
kirn, antil he fi^It sot the hieak fttoras of a cUU 
P rfjiB i lw that beat ^on his fei^oted hi<w> lift. 
JB^ the Boiat hair fnaa his paatia^ tsttples^ and 
daahiagihe coldmpMjtnm ^ MigiiB^ htlkma 
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to beat npon his &ce most dismally. A hurried 
feeling of faintness seized upon him ; he stretched 
forth his aims with a heayy moan ; then white 
and motionless, Fitzroy lay upon a rook in a deep 
swoon, with nothing but the sky above him and 
the wide waste of waters fiur and near. Were 
those waters the tide of &te ? would they recede 
with a human burden ? 



5 



Oi- 
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CHAFtEK rV. 

OAUC MSB eumoDSB, 

" Now the golden mom aloft 
WttfM hm d0w4)eipttgM tviag." 

Thb grief and misery which had so long raged in 
the bosom of Florence were turned to calm and 
sunshine, as her eye rested on the beaming fieuse 
of Major Somers, who with Lily on his knee, sat 
on one of the rickety chairs in Miss Baymond's 
parlour, happier than he had ever rested on the 
velvet couches in his father's drawing-room. The 
widow and orphans had found a home art last, 
and she stood apart to contemplate the beloved 
group before her with a soul raised in prayerful 
gratitude to Him who had brought her safely 
through the fiery furnace. 

Miss Raymond, on finding the tidings of her 
sister's danger to be false, instantly suspected it 
to be a snare of Fitzroy's to secure her absence, 
and hurried home in alarm for Mrs. Werter, but 
it was to rejoice in the change whidi had taken 
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place in the destinj of her who had 00 often 
claimed her pity. 

^fter a conference with Mrs. Fairfield and the 
Baronet the good landlady found that the lodgers 
who could not afford to pay for the shelter her 
charitable heart had given them, were the most 
profitable debtors it was ever her good fortune to 
have secured^ for not only did Mrs. Fairfield 
liquidate her friend's debt^ but with the assistance 
of her uncle^ gave that which would enable the 
kind woman to give up her present abode, and 
live in a more airy locality, and in easy circum- 
rtances with her sister for the remainder of her 
life. 

And Ella Fairfield begau to think less of her 
own sorrows in witnessing the happiness of her 
whose friendship had so often cheered her own 
solitude^ who had known and fondled her little 
Hatty, and when they were grouped around the 
cheerful hearth after .dinner in Qresham's Hotel, 
the miserable outcast lying at that moment 
deserted upon a rock beside the sea at Dolly- 
mount was not remembered even by his wife. 

The stranger into whose arms Lily found her- 
self dasped wh^n she had leonerged from the 
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Botund gardens was, as must have been sus- 
pected, Mrs. Fairfield, at either side of whom were 
Sir Gordon and Major Somers, for the young 
man hesitating to present himself alone to her 
he loved and honoured, had requested the 
Baronet to accompany him ; and Ella, with the 
true instinct of womanhood^ felt that two gentle- 
men required the countenance of at least one of 
the widow's own sex, and volunteered to make 
one of the party. 

Bosaline Armsby^ who was a visitor at Lincon- 
doon at the time this arrangement was entered 
into, denied all knowledge of Mrs. Werter*s 
residence, and when the kind hostess declared 
her determination of going herself to Miss 
Augusta^ who could scarcely fail to be acquainted 
with it, the little maiden artfully got the un- 
suspecting Lady Travers to allow her to be the 
bearer of a letter to her sister instead, protesting 
that she would bring back the address if it were 
known at Beechgrove ; accordingly Rosebud, 
stung with jealousy and chagrin, seated herself 
in her ladyship's carriage and drove to the railway 
station, and from thence to Beechgrove, returning 
a verbal answer that neither Mrs. Armsby nor 
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Miss Augusta knew anything of Colonel Werter*s 
widow. 

Impatient of further delay, the three friends 
started for Ireland, on the receipt of Rosebud's 
message, landing on Irish soil the fourth day 
after Christmas; four and twenty hours were 
spent in vain enquiries, when chance of Pro* 
vidence threw Lily in their path, which occur- 
rence for a time turned the tide of fate in a more 
propitious direction for the persecuted victim of 
Fitzroy's infatuation. 

It was a delightful &mily party that gathered 
around the bright fire in the drawing-room at 
Lincondoon, on New Year's nighU Old Mr. 
Somers sat before it, looking younger than he did 
on Christmas Eve, because those past seven days 
had brought increase of happiness to his hearty 
as it did to every heart that beat before the cheer- 
ful blaze dancing so merrily in the steel grate. 

Florence Werter's face was illuminated with a 
new light as she sat on a cushion at the old 
man's feet, with her eyes turned towards his in 
grateful affection ; for that aged hand, marked as 
it was with the honourable furrows of time, had 
just been pressed upon the sunny tresses, whUe 
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Andley's &tiier breathed a blessing oq the f ntore 
wife of his only son. There was another prajer 
in the good man's soul, as he took that fiur being 
to his bieasti the petition that he might lire to 
breath one more blessing and to clasp virithin his 
own, not only the hand of his son's bride, bat 
that of Qeoige Trayers, for glancing towards 
Bettie, who stood with cheeks glowing beneath 
the impassioned gaze that was bent npon her, he 
felt that every poise of his daughter's heart was 
throbbing blissfully, at the ardent words young 
Traveirs whispered to her. 

Lady and Sir Gk>rdon Travers sat side by side 
before the bright fire light, thinking quietly of 
liow much more they cared for each other now 
than they had done twenty years ago. Ella 
JFairfield smiled and ohatted in its warm glow 
with Lily and her brothers, entering into their 
amusements wii;h zeal, and as her relatives were 
attracted by her laughter at some outrageous 
blonder of Charlie's, who was trying to unravel 
the mysteries of a pnzsle, they looked at each 
other with a gentle nod, which implied as 
plainly as nod oould imply, ^^ She will forget 
him, she will be happy onoe again**' 
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*^ Well, sir/* said Aadley, as he bent over his 
&ther'8 chair, ^^ considering your ongallant aver- 
sion to widows^ you are monopolising a large 
share of Florence's attention." 

" There, you jealous fellow,'* replied Mr. 
Somers, '^ take her, and the sooner she is tamed 
into a wife the better I shall like her.'* 

*^ Perhaps your authority might be more suc- 
cessful than mine, sir," returned the Major, 
drawing her fondly towards him; ^^and I fear 
that George has the same complaint to lay at 
your feet, for he cannot bring yon merry maiden 
to terms of peace. And, without youi interces- 
sion, there will shortly be open war at Lincon- 
doon." 

The old man looked in pleased enquiry at Mr. 
Travers, who advanced with the timid Bettie, 
saying— 

^^ I crave pardon, sir, for not having made you 
more fully acquainted with what you must long 
have seen — my love for your daughter— but, 
having obtained her brother's consent — " 

^^ And hers into the bargain," interrupted Mr. 
Somers. *' Well, well, you have my forgiveness 
with pleasure ; but you cannot expect Bettie to 
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remain constant until her wedding day, and I 
thoaght yon a man of more sense than to marry 
a girl who could not keep a promise, who broke 
faith with—'* 

The old man's lips were here silenced more 
effectually than they had been in his chamber on 
Ghnstmas morning, for his daughter, flinging 
herself into his arms, fastened her own upon them, 
until her lover resumed — 

^' Then, sir, you must insist on haying the day 
named the sooner, so that she may not gain time 
to treat me likewise. Lady Travers has kindly 
proposed to celebrate a double wedding at Lin- 
oondoon, that your aged domestics in Somerville 
may not be disturbed, or to — " 

^' Make the old walls ring with mirth/' added 
Mr. Somers> pointing towards Bettie, <* which 
have been silent since her poor mother's deatL 
Yes, yes, at Lincondoon ; so be it" 

Mr. Travers bent down, and whispered some- 
thing into the young girl's ear^ which made her 
raise her head from her father's breast, to be led 
a promised bride further into the shadows of the 
firelight. 
Still, on that happy New Year's night, there 
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was one despairing heart beating before the glow- 
ing blaze that sparkled in Lady Travers* drawing- 
room, for Frederick Norcott, pale and haggard, 
had been listening to, and watching all that 
passed from a distant comer, contrasting his own 
fate with that of the group before him. 

There was childhood, eagerly springing onward 
with innocent thoughtless trust in the coming 
year0 ; there were those, who, standing upon 
life's threshold, looked blissfully out upon the 
future ; there were those, now happy and con- 
tent, who had been tempted, and had cast the 
demon from them, choosing rather to suffer grief 
than grasp a fleeting pleasure ; there was a man 
and woman, pausing upon the turn of life, to look 
backward on the path they had left behind, and 
regretting nothing, went on more hopefully than 
they had done when at its outset. There was 
age, nearly passing into eternity, and the most 
happy of that happy group, because he was strong 
in the faith of a bright hereafter. And there also 
was his sister, Ella, the playmate of his boyhood, 
the one affection of his existence, for whose sake 
he now stood apart, not daring to enter that 
charmed circle. Yet she was happy also, and 
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e<mtenty even after the serering of her dearest 
heart ties, and having survived the death of the 
most precions earthly hopes, while only he re- 
mained of all an outcast and alone. 

" What a wretch am I/' he thought, with 
bitterness ; ^^ still she intercedes for me in her 
sweet purity. She for whom I fell^ has taught 
my soul to feel as it had never felt before; EUa 
teaches my lips to pray as they had never prayed 
while innocent and true long years ago.*' 

Not more than two weeks had been reckoned in 
the infancy of the new year, when a bridal party 
gathered round the numerous firelights of Linoon- 
doon; not only in the drawing-rooms, halls, 
chambers, kitchens^ but in the cosy little closet 
off the housekeeper's apartment, where a pile of 
boxes and travelling apparati lay packed, and 
ready for a winter tour, wrapped in canvas covers 
with red bindings, as carefully as though the frosty 
atmosphere could penetrate the costly furs folded 
inside, or reach the delicate silks aud gauzes 
beneath them, 

A hundred fires danced and crackled in Lincon- 
doon upon the bridal morning of four congenial 
liearts ; for when all aioand was gay, why should 



LOTS OB HATBBD. 4S 

not the meny blaze flood the comfortable roomg 
with its sympathetic warmth, to glow upon the 
velvet carpeta and satin draperiea until it sparkled 
with radiating haea npon the jewels that ded^ed 
two &ii brides, passing by on their way to the 
altar, shedding joyous beams upon their path, and 
faintly typifying the sunny hopes which gushed 
from their panting bosoms, to cast a halo of hap- 
piness around their future life. 

Florence Somers looked more beautiful than 
ever in her velvet travelling dress, trimmed with 
fine sables, which had been the gif): of Sir Gordon ; 
but Bettie Travers, in purple silk and ermine, 
looked paler than usual, her eyes glistening with 
tears which were dearer to her husband than the 
pearls encircling the wrist above the wedding 
ring, for they had only started from their fount 
when she turned to say farewell to her father. 
She dreaded lest any harm should befall him in 
her absence, which would be a long one, as they 
intended extending their tour &rther than the 
other happy pair. Florence being anxious to 
return as soon as possible to her children, it had 
been arranged that she and Audley should remain 
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with his father until Bettie could again take her 
place by his side. 

Mr. Somers, reading the fear that had taken 
possession of his daughter's heart, and not feel- 
ing any foreboding of approaching dissolution, 
kissed away the drops that sparkled on her 
cheeks, and, pressing the hand of Travers, said — 

" Take her — ^you are worthy of the blessing, 
and a higher compliment I could not pay you. 
These are the first tears that I have ever caused 
her ; — ^be gentle, be good to her, guide and pro- 
tect her, as her old father did till now/' 

The bridegroom answered not, except by wring- 
ing the hand of his father-in-law as he led his 
bride away. 

Lily watched the carriages drive off, and knew 
that a whole month must go over before she could 
again see her mother, but she knew also what a 
happy absence it would be to her; and accus- 
tomed to subdue every thought of self within her 
breast, she dashed the moisture from her eyes, 
which had obscured the last glimpse of the gay 
equipages, and turned cheerfully from the 
window. 
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It had been a merry bridal, there was not one 
gloomy brow in all that brilliant throng ; the 
guests were as joyous as the bridegroom, and the 
dijeuner as sumptuous as it was genial. 

Bridals at Lincondqon could not be ordinary 
bridals, for there was a charm about the place that 
made everything in it look bright and happy, 
from the housekeeper to the scullery maid, and 
irom the steward to the stable boy, — the whole 
regiment of white stockings and red small clothes 
that tripped along the corridors seemed to have a 
spring of vivacity fastened to the soles of their 
patent leather pumps,^-the groups of neat 
abigails, with their tiny caps and blue ribbons, 
looked as though each and all had swallowed a 
portion of laughing gas ; not that they grinned 
foolishly, or giggled rudely, as some fine ladies 
are bound to do, but smiled pleasantly, while 
bringing you an ice or glass of champagne, as if 
challenging you to compare its sparkles with the 
lustre of their eyes. 

« 

Even dogs and cats assumed a difierent appear- 
ance when they entered Lincondoon ; yea, the old 
great grandfather spaniel — but why should not 
animals, biped and quadruped, sun themselves 
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* 

in the reflectioii of the hfiftining host and hoeteBS ; 
i— everything took colour from tiie heartineae of 
Sir Gk>rdon and his lady, rendering linooiidoon 
delightful to alL 

Noj there was not one donded brow in all that 
bridal throng, for Frederick Noroott had kept 
aloof, moping moodily aboat his own diamberi 
and starting at each fresh bant of merriment that 
pierced its gloomy walla. Entreaty had been 
powerless to prevail on him to enter the endianted 
circle, and when Florence stood in her naptial 
Tobes before him to breatii one friendly wish for 
his welfare ere she became a wife, she fled terrified 
from his presenoe, for his agitation rendered him 
for a time Tory terrible to bdiold. 
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CHAPTER V. 

STORM A^D OLOtn>fl» 
" And oonetancy Utos in Malms aboTO." 

COLIDUDOB. 

^' She is gone/* cried the wretched man, fling- 
ing himself on his knees in the spot where 
Florence had been standing a moment previonslf, 
'^ Gone — ^and oh I may every blessing that heaven 
can bestow go with her I'* 

He pressed one hand upon his forehead^ and 
with the other resting (m the place her feet had 
touched, remained thus as though in prayer* 

Shortly after he had heard the carriages driving 
from the lawn, he was joined by his sistec 

'^ I did not want you to come here^ Ella^" ha 
said^ as she entered. '^ I had rather be alone^ for 
I am happier then." 

** It grieves me to hear you say so. Oh 1 Pred, 
how altered you are since we came to this great 
house I Dear brother, .give niie back the affection 
that was the comfort of our poverty, and I will be 
happier a thousand times than you see me now.'' 



48 LOVE OB HATRED, 

^' I cannot, for my heart seems dead within 
me." 

' ^^ There seems to be a great gnlf rising np 
between ns^ widening and widening each day, 
until we have become almost as strangers — 
strangers you and I, Fred — ^yon and I — who loved 
«ach other once so dearly/' 

^^ It is agulfy so impassable that it were certain 
doom to those who seek to cross it ; try it not, 
my sister, for yon endeavoured to do so once 
before, with what result ? terror to yourself and 
torture to me. I warn you now to make no 
second trial." 

" I will not I will do nothing to give you 
pain, only let me share a little of your solitude — 
read to you, sing, talk, anything you wish ; and 
if you would have me silent, I will take my work 
to a far off corner, and hold my peace. Only let 
me be near you, that I may look upon your face, 
dearest brother ; I love you so tenderly ; I am so 
grateful for the devotion of the past, for your 
affection towards my dead child, that I feel as 
though my heart will burst if I cannot do any- 
thing now to soothe and comfort you in your 
sorrow." 
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*^ Then pray for me," he replied, kissing away 
her tears ; ^' it is all that you can do to serve me 
now. Oh I Ella, was this wretched life worth 
saving when I fled from Lilymoant ? Conscience 
is poisoning its every moment, and remorse is 
making it a hell — but for you, poor girl, I would 
.have staid to let the monster do his work ; it was 
the thought of you that gave me strength to 
struggle in the murderous grasp of Edmond 
Fairfield on that fearful night— and — " 

" Oh I hush, brother, hush I" cried Ella, look- 
ing fearfully around the room. ^^ Speak not his 
name; let nothing hear it if you love me." 

^^ Ella, the sound of that name fills me with a 
thousand demons ; makes me feel like the blood- 
hound on the scent of its prey, or like the wild 
beast, that having tasted human gore, longs 
madly for a deeper draught ; the thirst is on me 
now, I could drink his blood, and deem it the 
sweetest thing that I had sipped — but you need 
fear me not, nor shrink away like that — pshaw I 
girl, I would not harm you, although I once took 
as innocent a life. Yet no, not so innocent as 
yours, my Ella, since he was not kind to her — " 

VOL. UL D 
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^^ To her,'' vepofited Mnu Faiifield, <^ to her— 
who, Fred, who-^** 

^^ Be 0Uent| gudf" answered Noroott *^ Tour 
eyee glare at sie like a rattlesnake'e ; and the 
intooae anxiety of jonr featares makes theoi 
appear as if I conld heaar your heart>-stitng8 anap- 
piag with the iearfiil taosiosi of your feelings* 
Be calm, child, and go back to yow reTellers 
below ; they are your fittest company.'* 

^^ Oh I bid me not leave yon yet. See, I will 
be calm ; only let me take the seat beside yon, 
and I will not speai nnless yon wish iV^ 

^^ Ella, yon know yonr brother to be a mar* 
derer — why do yon shiink from me again ? for 
long sinoe yon first loaew mj crime, I have £ilt 
yonr kisses on my ^eheek whesi yon thonght I 
slept. My sister, seek not to know whose life was 
sacrifioed, finr therein Jias the gnlf yon nmst 
never dare to pass.^ 

'^ I will not,'' whispered Ella, hoamely, ^^ I will 
never broach the aabjiect agaiai only let me be a 
little oomfort to you." 

She pansed a moment ; then ofeareonung her 
emotion, added, ^^ yon are looking a UtiJe more 
yourself, now, Fred, shall I read to you?" 
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^ TcMDonow, <lear siiter, lor lihe gaiety aUend- 
ing tlK>se merry bridals has so bewildered me that 
I coold «ot fix m J attentbn on aaj book tbat 
nias ever peaned ; besidesi my head aohes badly, 
«Dd I ehaU rest batter apon this loanger alone." 

Mm* Pairfield pressed her lips to her brother^s 
brow, then stole softly from the room. And s4ill 
the hoars paesed joyonsly below, bearing their 
borden oi human weal aad woe to all eternity. 

A :few days after, aU trace of the nnptial festi- 
vities had disappeared. Hr. Somers, aoeompanied 
by Mrs. Infield, who went for the purpose of 
Mperintending the getting up of Florence's new 
home, and the young family of the Wertem, took 
(their departure for ^omenrille. 

LUy had not time to be lonely in the absence 
of her motbeTj for there was not only plenty cf 
occupation but amusement and interest in accom* 
panying Mrs. Fairfield to oversee the decorations 
of her parente' future abode. Not a fine man- 
siou^ but « strange straggliDg kind of buiidingi 
that struck the little girl with a sad, uncomfort* 
able feeling, the moment she entered it 

lyy Tower was situated about a mile from 

j> 2 
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Somerville, which had made its onlj attractioii 
for Florence and Audlej. Although it was a 
handsome residence of the sort, it was not one to 
induce a bride and bridegroom to establish it as 
their first connubial home, but the short distance 
that would divide them from Bettie and Mr, 
Somers covered all its defects. 

The house derived its name from a tall tower, 
rearing itself at the south side, and which| with 
its mantle of variegated ivy, gave a picturesque 
appearance to the entire building. A narrow 
spiral staircase led to this tower, which flanked 
one of the winding corridorS| that separated the 
sleeping apartments. On the first landing was a 
glass door, through which a veranda terminated 
with a more secure partition. A flight of granite 
steps partly carved in unique fashion, led to the 
garden, thence the shrubbery and lawn. 

To beautify this home was a labour of love, so 
Mrs. Fairfield and Lily set about making prepa- 
rations with all the cheerfulness they could sum- 
mon to their aid, for neither admired its style or 
appearance. However, after a week or so, when 
it was fashionably furnished, and richly carpeted, 
both declared they never could imagine that any 
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art would liave been enabled to convert it into 
snch a handsome dwelling. For Major Somers, 
possessing a considerable fortune, independent of 
bis military resources, bad no need to use any 
restriction in their expenditure. 

Lily superintended also the apartments of 
Mrs. Trayers at Somerville, which Mr. Somers 
declared might do very well as they were for his 
daughter Rettie, but were quite out of date for 
the bride of George Travers ; accordingly they 
were to be decorated in the newest and most 
approved style, the upholsterers getting carti-- 
blanche^ so tradesmen were set to work in the old 
mansion without delay, that everything might be 
in readiness to receive Audley and his wife, until 
Bettie could again occupy the home of her child- 
hood. 

Velvet draperies were replaced for more elegant 
materials^ and heavy mahogany for light walnut, 
until the apartments were so metamorphosed that 
Mr. Somers, who had kept out of the trades- 
people's way, scarcely recognized them on his first 
visit, after everything had been completed. He 
had left them handsome, costly^ and magnificent, 
he found them beautiftilf fashionable and graceful. 
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^ Well, my dear/* he* ndd, addresBUig Ella» w 
they entered the drftwing^roomi, ^ I Uko the old 
style better«^good^ safaitajiiLAL famitme a&d 
heary draperies £Dr me-^-ao X am glad that my 
rooms have not beem meddled with. I sappose 
die young people will prefer this arraagement, 
altboiiigh it appears too light and airy for use; 
yet it is very nice, and would make a pretty play* 
room for Lily and the boys to amuse themselves 
with those fragile chairs and ddieatei toy tables. 
liTow, my dear, it surely is enough to give one the 
sMvers this cold moroing to look at the flimsy 
texture of those window-curtains. Why , a breath 
would almost blow them into shreds ; in fact, the 
whole apartment looks as brittle ns a gkss pftlaoe^ 
io which a fidry might content herself wea/ving 
cobwebs." 

'^ Your daughter fiuicied some of this truly 
elegant arrangement heisel^" latched Ella^ ^^nd 
you know her taste is faultless/' 

^^ Oh I yes, my dear,^^ relumed the old man, 
doiaibtfolly. ^^ And now as we have seen enough 
of this crystal dome^ pray let us posa through the 
Qthion^ wUeh I trust aoro of a more sensible chi^ 
laoter.'* 
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''This 18 your dsii^ieKB bondoiri wlu<A I 
think will plaaM yon Mtor*'* 

^' Ye8| it i» nice ^nongli ; itill it haft not the 
cMy look of tho old iqwrtiMnt ; betideft, it has 
no pianofortsi atid to nij mind a bondoir cannot 
be complete witbotit one« Howefer^ I ahall send 
her that myself, and jon shall choose it fcnr me. 
Bettie loves music, and so does Qeorge." 

<^ And BO do yon and I, sir,'' chimed in Ella. 

^' Precisely so^ nsy dear^ And now have yon 
any other 6zhil»tion ? Ha ! yes, this is my Bettie's 
chamber^ and is more to my taste than all I have 
yet seen; a btide^s slewing apartment should 
above all things be elegant^ and the pink satin 
cnrtainft snrronilding that handsome bod do lo<A: 
elegant^ when contrasted with those marble 
dzeBsing«4ables and simple couches. Still I 
would like some deepet shades in this velvet 
oa]!pet^ amd waarmei cdoorS in that mg ; as for 
that dainty .giate^— -bat come akxng, my dear, we 
have spent an hour her^ and luncheoil waiting 
in my cosy dining-room beloW ; what matter it 
the yonng people prefer fiuihion to comfort^ they 
will predfer the old man's comfort to £uhiod for 
ail that" 
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Bosalme Armsbj had refused to be one of the 
wedding gnests at Lincondoon, but would assign 
no reason for doing so, even to Miss Augusta ; 
although that lady had coaxed and pleaded until 
her lungs became so exhausted, and, as John 
Gorman would say, ^' lay as flabby as a broken 
bellows within her." % 

'^No, Augusta/' cried the little maiden, at 
last, '^ why should I go to see him wedded to 
another, after his ingratitude to me." 

When she had given way to this outburst, she 
paced the floor while flashing her indignation in 
fiery glances towards the quiet figure knitting 
patiently at a scarlet stocking, which was to adorn 
the robust leg of the heir of all the Armsby's. 

^^ My sweet darling, he is not worth the trouble 
you are taking to run so quickly up and down the 
room, heating your poor brow, spoiling your rich 
dress, and disarranging your nice little curls; 

pray be seated, for it is quite impossible to get on 
with my knitting, while you are thus fidgetting 

my fingers. And stop, stop, actually you have 

made me drop a stitch." 

** It is easy for you to preach ; you, who never 

loved, who cannot enter into my feelings, no 
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more than this bit of mahogany can feel me 
tearing my nails along it thns. No, no, no, I am 
nndone. I am cast aside for a wretched woman 
who conld not be constant to her husband's 
memory ; and such a husband, tall, stately, 
handsome, one that any girl should be proud to 
adore, even dead. She is a traitress, for she 
knew what passed between Audley and myself, 
and yet — oh I oh 1 she married him." 

*^ My dear Rosaline, neither Florence nor Major 
Somers could have known of your preference for — 
in fact, my loveliest, for one so very much younger 
than yourself," remonstrated Miss Augusta, look- 
ing over the gold rim of her spectacles at the 
petite figure, still flouncing about excitedly. 

'^ No," returned Rosebud, ignoring the latter 
part of her sister's speech ; ^' no, it is not likely 
that I could have been immodest enough to let 
him read my heart ; but she saw, she knew it, 
even when that freezing step-daughter of hers, 
that hateful Louisa, sought to entangle him in her 
meshes; but that clever, that designing minx 
was foiled. Oh I yes, the traitress knew all about 
it, and — and yet she married him." 

D 5 
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^But he aeT6r aafad jrou to like bim^ b» 
neyer profesfled a de^r fueling: thaa iber Ngaii 
of a £eiend for aay one al Beeebgrove, and I liCfNi 
the dear jfoiiBg laaa mil be a«. happy aa be dor 

^^I diim't. Ibcrpohe wiU ba taiserable ; I pngr 
rise majr di^ or bo killed, or ran away &oiii.bk% 

Here the kind wishes 9£ the iacenasd nMiden 
favoketdown^andshegttrQyeat to a flood of tears; 

^^ Peaoe^ nay sister,'* said the Giraimyj naing- 
and putting- away her knitting. ^^ DesrBosalijie, 
let me talk teyou awhile ; listen fcr onaeto wihai 
I am goiag to e»fy fer it haa nerer left my heart 
before* Long, kmg ago<-**tbitiy years; perbapi^^*^ 
I first besatme aeqnainted with, ai gentkmaA who 
was gafied, handsome, and. good. I mm hiok 
flattered by tibe young and £m, I knew bin. to 
bei cowted by the richi sad) high i btft y» waa U0t 
for that, I Wed bimr--*! eoobi not; teU. why., I 
oaiy kvamf that I fought agaiost &ei paaaieD^ 
reasoned, and prayed! to* oic^ercaiiiei itu D» yoor 
know wbyy BdaaUae ? beeauMr ha* was> twenlgF 
years my junior.. ^Qaiak. mdi not coU,! think not 
that I have never snffered." 
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in corrobdnriami. of tiios^ BiBq^ irot^ 
tears conrsed down the withered checill c£ tto 
Qiailiiy^ a* sH^ eontinuied'^ 

*^ 1 eemld^ if I wished, hsve taken advantage 
ef kiff geneioba oifisf te mokse me hiii wife» for &e 
ICFTdd meu Yeft^ bow I know tbiA he reailj loi^ed 
SMI I btiir I cotiU scm Mem lite Tootb and beaaty, 
amd I would isob No om> kne^ of my heart* 
Btrngg/kn; jet I bad torn emsy throb df heps fronts 
my bosom, hsmtg it for a time dark widi. sotrdw 
wd despatt^^ He) nvver matvred, yet is now aw 
happy as I am myself. Yon) have* seen Umy 
Bosaline, for be b tfad TUliiedl friend of all at 
Beec]kgiiyT9/' 

Rosebud looked e^tirmf^ iiit)b the elocj&ent 
face before bsv, and said-^ 

" Dear Augusta, I never could havb^ imagined 
all this. Who is he?" 

" Harry — Dr. Ormond, and we lOVe ^acb Other 
to this day, Wiflioafr anybody ta hagh at HSy, be- 
cause I am not the wrelSbheijealoutwifolahoutd 
p0ito{»ip Imte-been hod I fblle^d th^ ddotates of 
m^ o^tn lehre,; and eonsdatSd tb wed one so &r 
behind itoi int yearsi ¥e0>j yoa^ see I am^ eoni:eBt 
and hippy bow,j althoilgb <dd ekDoiighi to* be* in 
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reality what I am pleasantly nicknamed — ^a 
Granny 1" 

" And you refused Dr. Ormond ?" cried Bose- 
bud, drying her eyes; <' actually refused him; 
still you and he are the cheerful individuals who 
are the life and pleasure of our society, a comfort 
to the poor and a blessing to the rich. Well, this 
is something new indeed; but Andley — Oh I I 
could never forget him — ^never — ^never — ^never." 

^^ You need not do so ; remember him as long 
as you please, but only as a wife should think of 
a male acquaintance." 

'^ A wife/' repeated the little maiden. 

" Yes, a wife, for you have had a proposal.'' 

'^ A proposal ?" screamed Rosaline. 

^^ A proposal," echoed Miss Augusta. 

" From whom ?" 

« Mr. Stein." 

"For what?" 

«' Why, to marry him, to be sure." 

" Are — are you certain ?" 

" Positive," replied the Granny ; " he is equal 
to you in years, as in all things else ; also steady 
and respectable. Of course he enquired about 
yotir fortune, which must be a consideration to a 
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man teesping bo fine an establishment as he 
does." 

'^ Then — then I shall not die an Armsby after 
alL Oh I Granny^, it is a real pleasure to feel 
oneself beloved, to know that henceforth I shall 
be the dream, the hope of that man's existence. 
Gk) r Audley, go ; for never more shall the Rose- 
bud yon have crushed spring up to bless you with 
her iQve ; no, every throb beats now for another, 
every tendril of my heart twines around his form 
as the vine clings to— to— " 

^'The sticks that support it/* suggested 
Augusta. 

But with a distasteful gesture Rosaline flounced 
from the room, leaving the Granny looking after 
her with a quiet smile. 
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** A Httle onwazd lend ihj willing band 
To theM dfttk rtejAT.*^ 

KlLTON« 

Mft. FfcrzROT, recoveriDg ftom Acf grwoott prndttcerf 
by over exci1!ement acnd fktigne; looked Tatcantly' 
upon tfre wide tmstef of wafefs,v and wottd^t ed fat 
a moment what had broagbt ttitn thefe, ot irh^ 
be WKr lliffng upon tbait sea-irashed rbck ; but 
flwift as light the truth then flashed upou \Sb 
brain, and aU* Che evit passtons of hiis nflttrre W6fre 
reawakened Wit^ mcfeai3ed tfelenoe^ 

He cursed himself for Beftrg t&i6t^, idt not 
having sent a bullet into a woman's heart instead 
of through a hair mattress ; cursed his wife for 
having interceded for him ; and deeper than all, 
he cursed his own thoughtlessness for not de- 
manding an explanation from those birds of prey, 
Audley Somers and Sir Gordon Traversj who had 
torn his prize from him. 

"What had brought that young fellow to 
Florence Werter's lodgings ?" he asked himself. 



'^ Emr did it hupfwin thatthe HnfettmuteEleaiiot 
and Sir Qordon Travers had mek agaii^ 2 and Immp 
waa it that that; same eld^tljr gentlamao. wsir for 
tk6> time^ oompbte marteif o£ Im qwbi fate.*' 
. Aa thoBO thceei ^neatioBfr - dkM»(^Yed tbemfsd^w* 
in thO' lusuoer'a miaid they gave tifle to bm^ idea& 
^^ Mjr mSe^* he thmight, '^ will ey^atiiatly bch 
come thei Baronet's^ hmesfi^ and I hare plafedrajf 
ccerdfr rather badlgr in that a&ir aftdr. all ;, biit the 
g^me is not y^et euded^ and it ia hard tei sajir who 
will be the next to turn up tramps. A word of 
repentane% aAdthaaoftrheactediWoman, who it is 
plaiA to see still lo^es ma, will be only too happy 
to forgiite my misdeiaaeanoiii&s. Bat theUji her 
broUie]!:. No^Idar&not.&ee Norcott; yet per- 
haps he is dead, or has absconded. At allev^eota 
it is worth the trial. In the meantime all the 
powero €^. firiemd o? &01 shall not torn ma from 
my pm^poaei o£ Immbling tiia preodi Florfince or 
wjreneb fog cnp of Y^ngidaoee frosa me.. What do 
thay iotvzikd to da witk her ? Perhs^s kaep her 
nader tbear pi»dtectiQ%. and thusr Uda her from me. 
Fo<daI» faolsil. as if. I ofioild.not find her even in 
pe;rditi«a ; Imt I. must not waste timi»< m thia de- 
serted place, for by heaven, sha Aaii noti escape 
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if a legion of devils rose np to keep me apart 
from her— she is my &te." 

Stiff and sore from lying on the damp rock^ 
Fitzroy gladly availed himself of a cab which 
happened to overtake him as he neared Olontar^ 
He was soon at his hotel, and when he entered 
the dining-room he saw Gorman^ napkin in hand^ 
bustling nimbly about in evident good humour. 

"Well, John, sober or drunk?'* he said^ 
throwing his gloVes in his hat^ and himself on a 
sofa. 

" Sober of course, sir ; always so now." 

" Then get me a pen, ink, and paper ; but never 
mind, this pencil will answer well enough. '' 

He tore a leaf from his pocket-book and 
wrote — 

" Harriet, be not discouraged ; I am not angry 
with you for being moved by her entreaties. If 
I have failed now, I mean soon to regain as 
much, or more than I have lost, therefore be 
ready to accompany me wherever I may take you 
at a moments notice this evening, and remember 
that the extent of your reward depends upon the 
extent of my success.— E. F. F.'' 
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^'Take this to Mrs. Thompson/' said the 
usurer, sealing and addressing the envelope,. 
'^ and use the cab that is at the door.*' 

The valet did not wait for a second bidding, 
for scarcely able to steady his feet^ he tried to 
show his master that at least he could steady his 
head ; accordingly he withdrew swiftly. 

John Gorman had fallen into the trap set for 
him by his vicious employer ; he had refrained 
from drunkenness for one fortnight, renovated 
his shattered appearance, presented himself before 
an insurance company, fresh looking and well- 
dressed, satisfactorily passed the medical exami- 
nation ; and one day left the office with his life 
insured by Fitzroy, who, knowing that his menial 
could abstain no longer than while he had not 
the means of procuring liquor, as had been the 
case during the critical period of probation, sup- 
plied him plentiMly with ftmds after duly receiv* 
ing the policy, and looked forward triumphantly 
to having a dangerous obstacle securely removed 
from his path for ever. 

The gentleman remarked the havoc made re- 
cently by delirium tremens on his valet as he 
retired on his errand, and gloated over the idea 



ibMt nuother mkIi »tUck alight snap ilie frail 
thtetid which hoandi the miseiable msa to eziatM 
ence ; it was not for the matter of the t&w han- 
dred pounds' which flbould reeor to the tUKirer at 
hi0 a^vant'a demife ^ tiiat was* ati insigalficMutit 
item in oomparison to the sileixchtg^ o<f a tongtid' 
that he imagined could tell tales aei wer agra^ 
aible. Tet this was not ixmrderi soteljr, to put a 
mzot into the hands of a snicidal lonatio wM tkyt 
telling him to cat his throat Oertainly not ; bat 
Bom^iow the victim fmSen all the same. 

Ktzioy had thrown himself npon a eoneh, and 
began to chew the cad of bitter n^ectionB> while 
waiting John's retorn^ wfao^ as^ he re-entered the 
Tomt) plaoed a neat little misei?e beside him| 
which was tore open hopatientlyy and read-— 

<^I am not so anmindfhl of yonr interest or my 
own air yea imagine. Obme to me without deky^ 
as I hate something of imp^ttaiibce t^ eo^nmnm^ 
cate^ Yours^ aa eyer^^HAanura'^ 

He crushed the petfidoed paper between his 
fingers^ amd turned to addreas hiir talet^ bat he 
waa goiM, £oar GkoBMcn, Immiig enzica taken ^^aaet 
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xnoM little drop,** had felt hitidBelf uucNiaAl to 
remain in that awftil presence* 

^^ He is too drunk to assist me now/^ he mtit^ 
tered ; ^' fae^efer^ I majr itot re<|aire him/*^ 

The eah was still lingenng at the door, specth 
lating- on another engfligement, when the nsarer 
stepped into it, and told the man to drire to 
Ely Plaee> where on arriving be found Miss 
Thompson not in her most amiable mood, fbr 
the first words that greeted him conveyed a re^ 
proaclu 

Strict measures had been taken by the land* 
lady to remove aer quietly as possible from her 
leof a person of such dbubtful appearanees as her 
shewy lodger^ and Harriet having packed away 
every article she possessed^ was prepared for her 
departure when Fitzroy entered* 

*^ i knew tiikat oote was &e only thing that 
would: bring yon here at onoe/' she sadd^ ^for^ 
8» you na doobt believed what' I had' to tell yea 
was eoimeeted with Mrs*. Werter, you oame in 
geoA time; without that liiltle nibterfiEige^ yaa 
would have let me get out of this scrape tbes wa^r 
I gat intOK it. Oh I tii» think that I am to be 
tumbled audi tossed about in this manner I Eor 
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dare jon bring me to this starved-ont conntiy ? 
I must go back ; I insist on going back to Eng- 
land at once." 

This was an nnlooked for stumbling block; 
yet Fitzroy confronted the woman defiantly, 
throwing back her own anger nntil she qnaked 
before him. 

" Then it was to tell me this," he said, " you 
wrote that note which brought me here in such 
haste." 

^^ Yes, it was, of course; and something more 
besides, which will not be so disagreeable, per- 
haps ; but first pay the woman of the house and 
let us speedily depart I can then place thi& 
trumpery luggage in safe keeping ; after which 
you can see the efiGLciency of my aid in the matter 
you are still determined on." 

There was no alternative, for Fitzroy, knowing 
it was his best policy to keep on friendly term& 
with Harriet, did as she directed him ; and the 
landlady, glad to get rid of her unwelcome lodger 
on any terms, saw them depart with unfeigned 
satisfaction. 

Thompson, almost suffocated with chagrin at 
the shabbiness of her turn out, secretly cursed 



LOVE OB HATBED. 69 

the moment that she had first fallen into the 
power of her protector. Her vanity being satiated^ 
Bhe would gladly have turned back to the white 
aprons and cotton dresses of her time in honest 
servitude ; that girl sitting beside her betrayer, 
clad in silk attir^, was as but a drop in the 
boundless ocean— a mith amid the thousands of 
such like regretful beings, mourning over their 
lost honour : their broken life treasures. 

It was well for Harriet that refinement was 
not an element in her nature, else^ shut out as 
she was from human sympathy, she would have 
grovelled in the dust in sorrow and despair. 

Fitzroy influenced the unfortunate girl as the 
moon influences the tide ; she had no power to 
resist his will, and lent herself to his every 
scheme, if not willing, with a servile obedience. 
Once fallen, she sank deeper and deeper into the 
mire of villainy, until at length she became 
almost as hard and heartless as her instructor. 

Harriet would have made a clever actress^ in 
which art she had soon become an adept ; at 
one time she was the beggar who accosted Flor- 
ence, when she toiled as a sempstress ; at another, 
ft spy ; it was her voice that sounded in the cor- 
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ridor at liilyxnoaot, vith the omiaoiui words, 
^* bolped him to tbe gallowB/' bat which wer^ 
uttered for her own aecret amnsemeat ; for, to do 
her justice^ she never fancied that those same 
words had ranUed m her master's mind^ to poison 
it against his iim^^cent and fiuthfiil yalet John, 
from whose lips he imagined them to have pro** 
ceeded ; then she was the mimie, whose screams 
on the lawn had alarmed the household, and 
which were done for the pnrpose of drawing Mrs. 
Fairfield from her brotheir's side, that the two 
felons might gaia access to the chamber where 
the helpless Korcott lay* 

In this act of gnilty treachery^ Fitzroj over- 
reached his own abilities ; for the midnight 
assassin, accustomed though he was to rapiae 
and bloodshed, turned in loathing from taking 
advantage of Norcott's powerless condition, and 
dealt with the attendant instead, thus leaving 
Fitzroy to finish his busiuess with the sick man 
as best he could. 

Vowing vengeance upon the rujQSan for whose 
assistance in this matter he bod paid so heavily, 
the usurer succeeded in gashing the invalid's 
throat with the knife his accomplice had given 
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Jijm; Slrederioky sfaraggling yiolentlj, toie die 
crape from the cooeealed hatwteBf friiioh Teirealed 
tiie oonnteQaooe of Jiia detested bretlier«*ii>*Iaw, 
aiDd lie mummred the name of ike wealdJie 
mBomiUf wMoh, coupled witli thedrippiBgUeod, 
fio unnerved the murderous hand^ that its ownar 
Ataggarad frcwa tib/a (diambery flui^rted by the 
otiiett as the nwtm bad doisoribed to all vho (foes*- 
lioned her. 

It» woodexM what macbmatiou hia Satanic 
JUbyesty eeems ibo ham attached to hk finger ends, 
M tbcmgh he hiad «nlj to g^ve the wive &paU and 
the pni^^et went which ewer way he pleased ; the 
vaohinie workod with onch preoisioB ihroogh 
the heart of Fitzroy, and always for the moae 
ejad— bi^^Murs deatrw^tioi^ AJUhough Harriet 
w» neither its main s|^g, not: ito jrqgnlatw, 
fidbke was certoAnly a large part of th^ macbioe'e 
oanstraotu)!!* 

Some evil influence must also have been )^mj 
in the breast of BoasJine A;rwf by, wheu she in- 
tercepted the letter which !E'lpi:eAce» in the ei;- 
tremi^ of her distress^ had written tci Mi^s 
Aviigustoi. which, if the Granny had j^cceii^ed* b^ 
purse would baisre b^en thrown fireelj into %\^ 
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widow's lap ; but those evil influences had better 
not be analyzed too closely now. 

After disposing of the luggage^ Harriet and 
her insidious seducer drove to the residence of 
Miss Baymond^ where they arrived before night- 
fall. 

Leaving Fitzroy in the cab, Thompson, with 
^ the calmness she could assume after her re- 
>cent fit of ill temper^ asked the girl who answered 
her summons if she could see the proprietor of 
the house ; accordingly, that lady bustled down 
the passage, and recognising the person who had 
been about her lodgings a short time before 
Christmas, bowed stiffly while waiting for her to 
speak. 

^' I came about the drawing room floor, madam,*' 
began Thompson ; '* that is, if you have not al- 
ready got a more advantageous tenant ; however, 
I think that my terms will be more remunerative 
than—" 

^^I do not purpose letting any of my house 
again,'' interrupted Miss Raymond, ^^ and least 
of all to you. Miss Harriet Thompson — the 
traitorous servant of a noble lady, the mean dupe 
who sold herself for gold and fine dresses, and 
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who now comes here nnder the pretence of taking 
an honest woman's lodging, bat really with the 
intent of making herself acquainted with the 
proceedings of that same noble laby ; bnt for once 
you are mistaken. Miss Harriet Thompson, so 
get you gone this instant/' 

Almost beside herself at this second well merited 
rebnfP*, the girl could return no answer, but rushing 
back to the vehicle gave a hasty sign to the driver to 
proceed,and th en ventedherspleenuponher master. 

" Where are we going ?'* cried the gentleman 
at last, after listening to the vixen's lecture with 
laudable patience ; '^ the man is returning to Ely 
place. Back, fellow, back," 

. ^* Ay I where are we going ?" she repeated bit- 
terly; ^^ driven away, thrust out, lest I should 
contaminate my fellow mortals. Ay, ^y, where 
are we going ?" 

^^ I cannot bring you to my hotel, but with the 
assistance of my servant you will be enabled to 
procure a lodging suitable enough." 

He stepped from the cab almost as he spoke, 
which had drawn up at the kerbstone near the 
building referred to, and the next moment the 

VOL. III. E 
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MlttL Wdtojiti h^eaid hitn githrg bis Valet dJbreb- 
tiofts as to her disposal. 

^^ Go/' 6lie said to Jbhti, in a voice almo&t in- 
aadible from ^assion^ and preventing bi& taking 
the oppotfit^ seat^ '' go and tell yont master that 
if he does not himself escort me to a home liko 
that Which I have been aecndtomed to, he and I 
part now for ever." 

There was no donbting the deterifiination of 
her manner, and Goittian having done as she 
directed, soon accompanied the tisnrer back. He 
took his seat in sullen sUence beside his valet, 
who was more nncomf ortable than honoured l)y 
such neighbourhood ; howefver, his knowledge of 
Dublin and its environs proved now invaluable, 
for before another hoUr Miss tthompson was en- 
sconcednn luxurious apartments^ and was once 
more on friendly terms with her protector. 

It was late when the slave and the master sepa- 
rated, for many hours had been spent in devising 
new schemes for the accomplishment of the ven- 
geance that was raging in the usurer's bi^iast for the 
carrying out of his unmanly vow to humble IPlo- 
rence, to crush herald his bitterest foe, to kill her, 
if by no other means he could attain his object 
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CHAPTER VIL 

HBABT 8!rBU0G];i8& 

'*,Dear image of the loTed and lost, oh I whj so life-like still, 
When that fefleeted ftom this 'glaai in death liesealm and ohill f" 

Ainswobth's Hub. 

Fab oSia hef beautiful Florenoe home the bofiy 
tomgDB of fashion broo^t Lady Wislow the 
•dreadfol tidings of her relative's happy unarriage^ 
•df Florence receiving that place lor which she 
woald have been willing to renonnoe all the poaip 
iSKid show <^ her present grandeur. 

Lonisa had not wratten to Mrs. Werter since 
she left the hnmble home of Woodbine^ and in 
(the midst of the :povwty *whioh afterwards isnr- 
founded tia& nridow a feeling of bitibemeas for such 
iDgratitnde was one of <be most poignant 
sorvow of Juer hearts .bnt^how could /tfaegM)erj)eIa- 
tiFe^expeci. a letter firom oBe who always found 
the.measaretof time too ismaU for her towuiUA- 
ceasing pleasures^ Sow looiild the reining belle 
of a brilliant season retasn to tim disagreeable 
remioisosmGes of the toottage opposite .Lilymonnt 

'2 iS 
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Lady Winlow, taking no heed of the Baronet*8 
suggestions that she should correspond with her 
father's widow, went on her own way, admired, 
flattered^ and envied, until checked by the romour 
of Audley's union with the companion of her girl* 
hood. It first came to her in a ball room ; it 
was wafted from lip to lip, nearer and nearer, 
until it fell upon her ear like words of fire enter- 
ing into her soul, and seething her breast with 
the tortures most keenly felt by a proud nature ; 
the noble guests wondered why the beautifiQ belle 
looked so much whiter, so much more statuesque 
than usual, little knowing of, or caring for, the 
despair that was secretly weighing on her jealous 
heart. 

Hiding with consummate art the tumult of 
envy and revenge which were raging in her 
bosom. Lady Winlow, when the horrid rumour 
was confirmed by the daily papers, informed the 
Baronet of her determination to leave Florence 
and return to England. She had read with a 
steady voice the whole paragraph to him, which 
gave a full description of the marriages in high 
life that had taken place at Lincondoon, as they 
sat over their late breakfast table. 
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But, my dear," suggested Sir Winfred, " now 
that the season is at its height, and yon the centre 
of attraction to the Italian nobility, would it not 
be better to remain until it slackens a little ; be- 
sides, you have not seen enough of those foreign 
novelties that you once seemed so anxious about.'* 

'^ I do not choose to prolong my stay," Louisa 
said, raising her eyes to the gentleman's face 
with an unmistakable expression of '' how dare 
you question my will, sir ?" 

^^ But these marriages^" resumed the rebuked 
husband, ^^ why should they recall us to England? 
and what has Lincondoon to do with Mrs. Werter? 
I think there must be some mistake in one of the 
brides' names." 

*^ There is none. Major Somers has married 
my stepmother, but why the ceremony was held 
at Lincondoon I know not" 

" No, how could you ? You never correspond. 
Doubtless the young lady has made some friends 
for herself at that fine place ; pity you did not 
write to her after all, my dear, for of course you 
cannot visit Mrs. Somers, having slighted Mrs* 
Werter so openly." 

'^ Why not? I can apologise, and doubtless 
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tbe jouDg lady, as yoa term lier, will be willing 
enough to receiye n»." 

" Perhaps so^ lore, but do not be angiy at my 
calling her a young lady, for she must be so, 
since she has only numbered the same years as 

mv beantifnl Loai." 

It 

''And a few months extra," remarked the 
fkshionable wife, drawing her rich morning dress 
in closer folds about her, and presenting Sir Win- 
£red with a cup of coffee, after which she rose 
and left him to officiate for himsell 

''She is whimsical as the weathercock,'' he 
mused, as he watched her placid face bending 
over a novel near the window. " Not more than 
two days since she expressed herself delighted 
with Florence and its society, and now, forsooth, 
we are to bundle home without having had our 
visit to Borne, or any place else. Of one thing I 
am glad, that we shall escape the abomination of 
so much sea travelling ; that is, if she does not 
regret having left those scenes after her, for then 
she will give me marching orders to bundle back 
again. Heigh ho \ well it is hard to deny her 
anything, so young, so bewitching as she is ; how 
I havebeen envied in the possession of such a wife, 



and bftw sijiQ 9^u1;>fi| ttws^ jomag jS^Uowsi^ wUo doubt- 

lQ9fi believQ IjhQ ol4 h^wbiMid jeftlwfl of th^ir aU 
t^nticn^ I^ I coQ}d nQt diffappQiD,^ t^^r m mj- 
thing.'' 

hm repast, '^ yomr will ia mj law> apd we ^liall 
r^tOTQ to Eofflaud whei^ it; ia yow pIoaaw«." 

^ Tbauk you, Sir Winfir^," gbe repUod, witfe-. 
oijit ratWng her eyeii from tihe book, 

XbQ geatlQWfta coi^h^d drily, foy faultlei»a as 
he imagiA^d hia wifQ to he, hQ would gladly have 
had a Uttte wvipth ip her maftner, whiqb som^Jod. 
mW€ilik9 wdiff^rf^cQ tbao gratificatiw ^t hui 
acquiescence. She weut on quietly reading for 

h^ aa hoar, tji^n. a9 quietly Mt^ tfac^ apartK^e^t 

H^viQg giyoA her maid dir^ctioni^ to pack her 
jewels in ^ tr^ivelling case, which she pointed out, 
Louisa cast a short glance upon a magnificeot 

set pf diam^dii, her hnsbaAd'f^ lateal gi% and 
M% that for $uch booty eh© had wot only bartered 
her peace Qf mind, hut eetd herself to one whose 

nehle nature aloQe kept her &em f^hhoxring him. 

Within the security q£ her own chi^wh^r her 
lMyahip'9 cAJim^e^a deserted her, ap,d paeing the 
fl^Of with clcAohed hm^, sibe muttered-^ 
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^^ For what reason am I returning to the scene 
of their happiness? What urges me back to 
England with a power I have no strength to 
resist? Oh I that my husband had held ont 
against me, had for once thwarted my wishes, 
had kept me back firom the terrible abyss into 
which I feel myself tottering since I heard of that 
fatal marriage. It would be better, wiser to fly 
to the furthest part of the earth, that a greater 
distance might be between us. Florence Werter, 
my father's wife, wedded to Audley Somers ; could 
she have fathomed the secret of my idolatry for 
that cold and senseless idol, while winning him 
for herself?" 

As this question dissolved itself in the jealous 
woman's brain, every one of those classic features 
began to work until each was distorted by evil 
passions. 

^^ No,'' she reasoned with herself, as she grew 
calmer, ^^ she dare not have been so bold ; she 
had not the spirit to scheme for herself, neither 
had she the tact to read the feelings that my 
pride concealed. Fool, fool that you are, Audley, 
to put aside my passionate devotion for her puny 
preference. She could never love as I loved yon 
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still I love. Gk)od heaven^ even this 
moment you are dearer to me than either life or 
honour.** 

Weeping hysterically, she flung herself upon 
her knees and strove to pray ; hut as her lips 
exclaimed, ^^ Oh I save me from temptation/* her 
heart more fervently pleaded, ^' Grant me 
revenge.** There was no gentle petition in that 
cry of wild resentment, and she arose whiter and 
more wretched than before. 

** *Tis mockery,*' she cried ; " I can never pray 
again ; come what will I shall not abandon my 
purpose of returning to England, if it were only 
to mix some gall in the honied cup they drink 
from. Twelve months ago I might have shrunk 
from the contemplation of even mischief making, 
but now I am capable of deeper sins. So much 
for being young, rich, handsome, and the admir- 
ation of society.** 

She stood before a mirror, twisting the massive 
bracelets round and round on her slender wrists. 

" Why,** she continued, " oh ! why did he 
prefer her, when this head has been the model of 
Italy*s greatest sculptor, those features have 

E 5 
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been transferred to canyas as the most perfect 
that ever came before Italy's noblest artist I 
am surrounded by worshippers ; why did he not 
feel a spark of admiration for this glorious beauty. 
I could have &nned that spark into a very flame 
of love by the fervour of my own heart, were it 
the faintest that was ever yet ignited ; but he 
shut out the vision of my charms to pay homage 
at another shrine, and now both, both shall feel 
that the pallid girl, so calm and quiet in her 
sorrow, has still life and energy sufficient to 
rouse her crushed spirit, and sting most sharply 
where she herself has been most deeply stung. '^ 

She turned from the mirror with a gesture of 
impatience, and unlocking a cabinet for the pur- 
pose of thrusting away some jewels that lay upon 
the toilet since the previous night, she started 
back with a low cry the moment the lid flew 
open. 

Lying on its velvet cushion was a simple bit 
of ivory, from whose surface three faces looked 
upon Lady Winlow with a life-like vividness. 
It was a group that had been painted a few 
months after her father's second marriage. There 
was Florence, his girlish bride, with her sunny 
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smile and golden bair» and her tiojr hand clasped 
in that of the darkly baaati&l Jjoaita, who stood 
btsid^ }m; both looked almoft obildi«bf so 
happy; 90 trostiPg } no revoQgof^l thought had 
thou come ^ mar tha so?oao featiu*os of ths^t 
gi»re bwmetto. No doad of soirow ha<J th^n 
passoA oTot tho head c^ tiiat f»woet blonde ; aud 
the noble figure of Colopel Werter, partiall; leau* 
iag over the chair on which bis bride wa^ ^ated^ 
wfia strongly defiaed m (he baekgpoaady and 
seemed to look oat with a sad reproach to meet 
the eyes that were now riyeted upoa it 

^^ And this I was once/* she mnrmcired^ pass- 
ing her fiogers ovop the Jeatures ^ the dark girl, 
'^aoiiinoe^it and loving; how often has this hsind 
been clasped in hers sinee that, with the same 
a&otion that then beamed on her countenance t 
May God forgive me for tho omel thoughts which 
possessed me towards that good womAii--rttowards 
poor Fk»renoa. Vather, would indeed that those 
mute lips coojid obide me from tJie senseless 
ivory ; that I might crave the pardon you so often 
accorded to my wilful oliildbood« N0| I would 
aot harm her if I donld» for she has beea kind to 
me, badly as X bam used y^nr nmnoivy, mgr owa 
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fiither, in flcorning the widow of your wedded 
loTO. I will do her no finriher ilL" 

Pressing her forehead agunst the cold minia' 
tore, the miserable woman sank beside the 
cabinet, powerless, and weeping bittedj. How 
long she thos remained she never knew, for when 
she awoke to conscionsness she was lying npon a 
conch in a state of complete ezhanstion. She 
saw the Baronet sitting beside her, bat, too weak 
to make any effort at conversation, she closed 
her eyes and fell into a heavy slomber. It was 
nearly midnight when she again looked ronnd, 
and found her husband still in the same place, 
almost in the same attitude, and her heart smote 
her to think of how unworthy she ¥ra8 of his 
affection. She raised her head higher on the 
pillows, and saw by the muffled light of a silver 
lamp the cabinet open as she had left it, with the 
miniature still lying on its velvet cushion. A 
little further off were one or two travelling 
eases strapped and ready for their journey. 

^' Ton have been veiy ill, darling,** said Sir 
Winfired, bending over her. 

" I — have I ?" she replied. *^ No ; only a 
passing weakness. See, I am quite well now.** 
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Sbe endeayoored to rise, but finding herself 
nnable to do bo, added ^^ have I fainted ? how 
long have I been thns ?" 

" A long time— for hours/' he said ; " wo 
oonld not recall yon to conscioasness for what 
seemed to me an age." 

^^ Nay, my lady/' said her English maid, 
stepping forward, ^' yoor swoon did not continue 
for such a leugth as master imagined ; you just 
would faint and come to, and faint again for about 
two hours^ that is^/' 

Lady Winlow^ unaccustomed to agitation or 
excitement of any kind to disturb the placidity 
of her nature, and the violent efforts she made 
to hide firom mortal eye the agony that was prey- 
ing upon her mind, which, combined with the 
constant round of dissipation her position 
launched her into, were more than she could 
bear ; and for a month after the day her husband 
found her senseless beside the open cabinet she 
lay upon a sick bed, suffering from intermittent 
fever, while all that wealth and love could do to 
idleviate her sufferings were lavished upon her, 
until, at last, she was pronounced out of danger. 

When Louisa was able to recline upon the 
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pillows of an easy ooaohy her hasband's greatest 
happiness was to win a smile of thanks from her 
pallid lips, after he had read to her till he was 
hoarse. Thns days went by, bnt stili she con- 
tinued weak and dispirited, yet endeayonred not 
to appear ungrateful to Sir Winfred, whose every 
aet of kindness only augmented her secret 
misery, until, seeing no other remedy so ayaii" 
able, her medical attendants advised an imme* 
diate removal, for the benefit of her natiTe air. 

^* To England I" she gasped ; ^' oh I do not 
send me there ; any place in all the wide world 
I will go to, but not tiiere. Oh! not to 
England." 

<^ I suppose she has not two native aim, no 
more than anyone else,^' remarked a grim phy« 
sittan in an muder tone to his colleagues, 
^^ although she has graces enough for all the fine 
ladies in the universe, heaven knows.'* 

^ TbBTQ is no other place will do you the same 
amount of service,'' said the seeoad man of 
Sdience. 

^< And to be oandidy'' whispered a tiodrd, while 
drawing the BarDnak aaida^ ** if yon do not inoat 
ao whftt we bave advised, ahe will aiak-M0wamp 
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— die — go into consumption I mean — and leave 
you a widower in less than six months." 

Half as many wamiDgs would hare sufficed 
Sir Winfredy who, for the first time during his 
wedded bliss, did not consult the wishes of his 
wife, but acted as he thought proper, regardless 
of that and every other obstacle. 

The inyalid| knowing what was going forward, 
felt like one who was driven to some horrible 
&te by an unseen agency, over which she had 
no control ; and when her husband lingered beside 
her, witii no prying menial nigh, she urged 
him tearfully tx) renounce his present purpose 
and take her to some other oountiy, leaving it to 
his own option where, no matter how tedious the 
journey might be, so that she were not forced to 
England ; bat tbe Baronet, treating this as the 
caprice of a most capricious invalid, was inex- 
orable. 

^^ Oh ! keep me from temptation ; keep me 
from temptation," she prayed silently, as she 
looked upon the preparations going fbrward in 
carrying out her husband's directions. 
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CHAPTER Vin. 

LEAVING FLOBENOB. 

*' Oil I a new torment strikes his foroe into me^ 
When I but think on't I am raok'd and torn 
(Pitj me) in thj ▼irtues.** 

IClDDLEIOll. 

A WEEK after the physicians' mandate, Sir 
Winfred stood at the window of his Italian home 
looking at the removal of some baggage. 

** There they go/* he said ; " quietly, lads. 
Now all is fairly safe, and away they start ; it is 
a heavy burden enough, although they take it so 
lightly ; but all shall be safe sinee my faithful 
Hosford is with them. Is he not a surly looking 
fellow, with his great brows and heavy lips, just 
like my old bloodhound, 'Tramp,' who is as 
&ithful as he is morose." 

^< Like him in appearance, certainly," answered 
her ladyship; "but I confess I never thought 
much of your groom, his eye never yet met mine 
with an honest open look. Poor Tramp, he can- 
not beautify his shaggy coat except by his proofs 
of devotion." 
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" Which are many,'* added Sir Winfired, " and 
perhaps Hosford will yet manage to beautify 
himself in your eyes by his steady habits and 
faithful services to me. Besides he is so kind to 
the poor; you know in most cases he acts as my 
secretary, and I have never heard him speak a 
rough word to them; in fact Hosford—" 

^^ Elnows that he dare not do so/' broke in the 
invalid, ** while in your service." 

" Very true, dear, he dare not, yet 1 believe he 
is as lenient as he is honest." 

" Perhaps so ; but I fancied he was not very 
popular with the poor in Ireland while we were 
there, and as at that time he took the business 
out of your steward's hands as to the sale of your 
estates, the people seemed to me to be better 
pleased than regretful at their little farms pas* 
sing into the hands of strangers. Alas I the 
poor people did not know the kind landlord they 
were losing." 

^^ My darling," murmured the Baronet, taking 
one of her emaciated hands and pressing it to his 
lips, ^^ my beautiful Loui, it is very thoughtful 
of you to say so ; if I were a kind landlord to 
them, am I a good husband to you ? Tes ; well 
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tiioa whj cannot I m$ke jion mord eonteoi^ more 
cb^rfttl^ da^rliog ? Would that at tajr BaeriflM 
of ioy vu I (HMftld biit. 669 you bapp j ; One and 
CtoiB alone qao know bovr sooo it wo^ld be tw^ 
deired, for U&t aud only He, can cead the werkn 
iugs of a h^?t, e^^y throb of whiohbeat^ fondly 
for your welfiae*" 

liowa liatened moro in terror' tixan with any 
feeling of appreciation for that geikerous affee-r 
tion.: 

^^ I am old/' continmed the Baronet^ scffrow-* 
fuMj ; ^* i ha^e 9atQ4 orery desire in the busy 
vortw of faahion, and Mrh^n with aenses paUqd 
by gratification I firat saw yon radiant as the 
mornii^ star, I dared to teiapt yon with my fors. 
tune* I laid ita soeptr^ at yow feet^ kno^ng 
that yon were a depw^dent I saw that in all 
your girlish beauty you were thrust among the 
haughty, who SQoffed at innoeence and the simple 
truthfulness of youth, tolerating for Dean 
Natherwell's wife's aako only one whose attrac- 
tions they professed to despise even while 
they envied them, lioui) aweet Loui, say that 
you forgive all this, and that you will try to love 
the dd man a little/^ 
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' Ladyr Winlow had bent forward from her maf^ 
flings when be began, but sank back paler than 
before when he had ended» 

<< I-^I am not nngrateiUt lipr yoor kindness/^ 
she mmrmnred* 

<^ Ungrateful, when I am enly asking yon to 
ftnrgiye the emel adyantago I hate taken ci your 
youth and inexperience*" 

^* Ah I I was poor, and yoa think, because I 
longed to regain the position due to my father's 
daughter, i grasped at the title with which yoa 
dazzled me/' 

^ Oh I not that ; but I was weak to entrap, ae 
it were;, one of your years inte soeh an unnatural 
engagement." 

^^ Weak, when you have the power to call me 
wifb,*' she said, speaking at random from the 
inability she felt tx) hold up a conversation. 

" My poor Loui, I have wearied you with my 
foUy/* remarked her husband, bending over her, 
and endeacvonring to soothe her as he would a 
child until the dark locks were strewn upon his 
shoulder, wet with the tears that fell from her 
almost unconsciously. 

*^ Had you not better rest untQ the moment oi 



02 LOVB OK HATRED. 

our departure?" he urged. ^*You are flushed 
and tired, aud when you have had an hour's re-^ 
pose you will feel stronger." 

He arranged the pillows, and in a short time 
he saw her in a deep sleep, after which the effects 
of her excitement vanished, and having taken 
some refreshment they wished farewell to their 
home— Florence never more to visit. 

Lady Winlow, who without regret had parted 
from Lilymount^ looked out from her carriage 
window to view for the last time the scene of her 
many triumphs ; she did so with a feeling as new 
as it was unaccountable to herself, until her at- 
attention was awakened by her husband remark- 
ing that her look bespoke something like regret 
for her departure. 

" Not only because I depart," she said, " but 
because I am returning to the land of my 
birth." 

" In that, as in everything else," he observed^ 
^^ you are not like other people, which perhaps is 
the charm that most endears you to me. Tou 
are an original, and that to a man like me 
possesses a never failing source of interest There 
are few who do not return to their native 
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land with pleasure after foreign travel. I re- 
member, when first I left my country, buoyant 
and happy in the prospect of a pleasant tour, 
well supplied with funds, and with gay com- 
panions, before our intended circuit had been half 
performed there was not one, including myself, 
who had not become so home sick that we re- 
traced our footsteps ; and never shall I forget the 
thrill of happiness that warmed my bieast the 
first moment my sight fell again upon old 
England." 

Lady Winlow made no reply, but sighing 
deeply she leaned back upon her pillows. 

They were travelling by short, easy stages; 
fatigue was as much as possible spared the in- 
valid, and she found herself at her journey's end 
without once having felt that sickness which is 
the terror of sea-goers ; but in this Louisa also 
was not like most people, and the night of their 
arrival on shore, when seated in the best draw- 
ing-room of the first hotel in the neighbourhood, 
she expressed regret at missing the rocking of the 
vessel. 

" You are improved by it already, dear,'* said 
her husband ; ^^ but as for me the idea of salt 
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water wUl be worse tlian an etMtae from tiiii dagr 
forward ; it is ooarm to Bpeak bo, but I hopQ I 
may norer again encotmter >8iicii a toy^^.** 

^ Yet you havie tra^lei so macli, »Dd so oiften 
cn^ssed tlie Gba&»el,^ argned her ladysliip. 

^ ¥es, in my younger days.'* 

<< Yon did oat dislilDe it wlien yon were going 
io Italy, and 4;h<en yo« wwe tot twel^^e montiui' 
yonnger,'* was her reply. 

^^ I was a bridegroom then.' 

" Which means that you were happier.^ 

^^ Yes, Looi/* said he, serionsly, ^and knecding 
beside the oouch. ^^ Yes, happier, becanse I w&s 
blinder; for then too fiinddy I hoped tfastt my 
untiring devotion might someitima "win, if >»ot 
your lore, at least your affeetitMH ; but now 
gratitude for what y^iMi oidl my kindness, and a 
cold-**-^oId regard is all I ixoi ^seam in yen.** 

*^ You wrong me, indeed you wrong me,^' void 
Louisa, placing her hand apon his head. ^ Yeu. 
took me to your heart a slighted, Wf etohed gbl, 
scoffed at by those b^tieath me, and diittked Qby 
my equals ; you loved the poor governess ^^99911 
before you knew she had a right to the position 
to which you afterwards raised her, and since o«r 
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Mwrmgie yon iMVe bem idl thitt fcbi9 most &^ 
irotftftti cotalddesinw Trm^ Inm 'OoM, fbt Moh 
48 tty nntore^ bfit gvittttnde onoe tfn^nkoiied to- 
Kfwin the only bein^ on €Mrih iv^lio i#76r levid 
mo, 13(XM r^ned itfto 'ftfife<;fi(m tM9 warm an 4t Wto 
shifd^re, b^t irhi<A yon nei^ seWMd ix) believe 
111." 

Sit Wmfi^ed w&uld hHYe clasped ter to Ms 
-attiM, so great was bte titptiito lat those wordb. 

'' Hemain so," she •eonti'^aod, '^'mMI I %ave 
ended. You do •wft kJKm, j^u /jottld not ^«ss 
that the mometit I finst bermme yottr wife my 
heart was wasting itself upon another. Nay, 
»t£at kiot ; this is ti^ ^st ^tkno I hat^ ^spolien 
thus, and it will be the last'; heiu- Ine while y^t 
I have courag^o to rwehi ttU to yotu Yes, I loved 
wbeire ^y iore mte tmw«sleotoo, yet i believed 
wben omse I had <boc0^o yoiatfs I «oidd conqa^r 
mjr feeUiigs, and I thotigbt I bad iSiioo9«ded until 
•*— yes, tJntil 'a tthott tittre beforo 'We left Eter- 
«rce^" 

" Befew w^ left Florenoe/' ret)eftted the (as- 
tonished BafOinot, and she^dittg his i^ysB witb his 
^tnbfing hand. 

^* Yes," she went on, " before that, only-a^wiy 
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short time. Wlien bearing of his marriage with 

another the only impalse I felt was to return to 

England for the purpose of poisoning his mind 

against his bride ; or, in fact^ to take any revenge 

I could. Alas I then I knew that I loved him still.'* 

^^ Oh I Louisa, stop I I cannot listen to this.'* 

<<You must. M7 illness succeeded, a veil 

seemed to be torn from my eyes, and I repented 

of the wrong I had contemplated, while now — 

now, I turn to the comfort and support of your 

love, as the only thing on earth I desire." 

^^ And it shall never fail you/' exclaimed Sir 
Winfred. 

^^ Then, if you can trust me more, pray heaven 
I may be worthy of it," 
" Now and ever shall I trust you." 
It sounded like a sacred contract, like some- 
thing very solemn, in that spacious room ; yet 
Sir Winfred knew she was reserved even in this 
confession^ and unconscious though he was of his 
rival's name, he ventured not to agitate her frir- 
ther by what to both was a painftil subject ; but 
it had been better for his and her peace that this 
very tenderness had not raised up a bar between 
thenu 
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*^ And now, dear/' he added, <^ I shall leave 
70a, for 70a look sick and weaT7." He spread a 
Telvet mantle over her, and kissing her forehead, 
said, *^ God bless m7 wife, and protect her." 

He closed the door and descended the staircase* 
She heard his retreating steps, then starting from 
the couch, flung off the covering, pushed the 
raven hair from her face, and stood in the centre 
of the room with flashing orbs. 

^'Ohl" she exclaimed, ^^may carses blight 
you, Audley. Does he, does Winfred despise me 
now, now that I have humbled myself in that 
good man's sight ; why did I confess my hateful 
meanness, mine, whom he believed had no such 
failing ; but now he knows me as I am, a spirit- 
less creature, his wife, yet love another, and that 
other, one who scorned me. Oh I had I the 
power to crush you, Audley, make your proud 
spirit bow to mine, to win your love from her, if 
only for one hour, then I could return scorn for 
scorn, and lay the reward of my triumph at my 
husband's feet ; my self-esteem thus proving to 
him that I was not unworthy of his trust, or of 
the name I bear. No, no. Sir Winfred, for if 

VOL. HL F 
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yont crest be iie?er ttmiMed, imtilbjrdeei <tf the 
pocft governess^ whom ywt lov^ had ahdtei^t 
th«xi) indeed, g^tlie» 4utt*tenn w^e betir bidfiMNi 
emblazotied in a prodt wofld's regaled tkaa 
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CHAPTER IX 



HJUSTOrOS. 



^' WImii one ottmot vopenti 
O, WTetbh6d statel 0, bosom blaok m death.** 

Bhaxispiau. 



&R Winded Wiitlow, alanned at his wife's not 
regaining health on her retnm to her native air^ 
called in Dr. Ormonde he being the physician in 
whom, of all England^ he felt the most confidenca 
The Baronet had ceased to consult the invalid^ 
sparii^gher every effort of thought; and in this 
instance he parsned entirely his own judgment^ 
but when the doctor, who attended through 
former fiiendshjp^ made his appearance, and Lady 
Winlow almost overpowered by the recognition 
of her father's old fiiend, tumedhereyes enquir- 
ingly upon her husband, he secretlly vowed never 
i^ain to move a step without her approval. 

^' Could this be he," thought the Baronet, <<if 
60, what a thoqghtless blockhead I have been to 
bring them thus together. But, no ; this could 
scarcely be my rivalj he is as old as myself^ and 

F 2 
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although more prepossessing^ not a person likely 
to inspire a youthful passion." 

*' My dear Lady Winlow," said the physician, 
bending towards her^ ^^ I am rejoiced to see you — 
hope you spent a happy honeymoon, always 
a kind old fellow — ^heard of the widow's good 
fortune — I believe more in pleasure than physio 
—more in wholesome sympathy than in vain 
regret, in pleasant laughter than in tears ; in fitct, 
most of all, in tranqoil contentment So I hope 
that you will soon recover, to put an end to the 
anxiety of your good lord and master here." 

^^ What is all that whispering about?" thought 
Sir Winfred, eyeing suspiciously the portly form 
of the doctor, as he bent over the invalid. 

'*'l think that, being a sensible girl, you will 
use every means in your power to promote mutual 
happiness, by recovering as soon as possible," 
said the physician. 

" Good heaven," muttered Winlow, " it must 
be, it must be her secret lover, how tenderly he 
addresses her ; but if he does not take himself 
and his physic away at once, I shall show him a 
fihort passage through the window." 

" Tour first move must be to Hastings," con- 
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tinued Dr. Ormond, '^ and when you are strong 
enongh, yon go to Sath, then to London^ that 
yon shonld move in spontaneoos action with its 
life. To the opera, the comedy, the tragedy^ and 
end the season" — here he raised his voice so 
that the Baronet conld hear — ^' by being the same 
impenetrable and invnlnerable being I have ever 
known you."' 

"Impenetrable — ^invnlnerable," repeated Louisa, 
f ^ how can you designate me thus, who ought to 
know me so much better." 

But the doctor gave her no reply, for Sir Win- 
fred now had thrust himself between them with 
an angry brow. 

" 1 brought you here," he said, " to give an 
opinion on my wife's illness, and nothing more/' 

" I have given it, sir. Why, what do you mean 
by that flushed countenance ? One would think 
that your wife and I were something more than 
old acquaintances, and that the green-eyed mon- 
ster has made you see double. Not that I am too 
slender to be seen singly. Ha ! ha I here is a 
second Othello and Desdemona ; but I fear I cut 
a sorry figure as lago." He paused, for the frown 
on the Baronet's brow deepened as he proceeded. 
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^^Oid acqnaintanoe/' thought her hnsbaDd, 
^^ this i» more than I can beaf from the impudent 
Taflcal ; and she looks as unoonoemed as if she 
had not an evil thought in her ioy heart'* Then 
laising his Toice, and looking steadilj^at his wife, 
he said'-- 

^ Loui, yon never told me yon had been n^ 
quainted with Dr. Ormond.*' 

^^ I never thought it necessary .*' 

'^ Could I be mistaken^ aft^ all^^' mnsed the 
Baronet *^ I fear I am an older fool than I ima- 
gined. Pardon me/' he added, conrteonsly ex- 
tending his hand ta the physician, ** for had I 
been aware of your former friendship to£ Lady 
Winlow, I should have accorded a more hospitable 
reception te one so favoored." 

Dr. Ormond took the extended hand, and ex- 
planations were entered into, which set each npon 
a proper footing, and quelled the rising anger of 
Sir Winfred. 

*^ You must start for Hastings to-morrow ; she 

requires change of scene— plenty of amnsement| 

eheerful society." These were the parting xn- 

junotlons of the doctor. 

, <^ Ah» Augusta !" he thought, as he hunried down 
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tb^ «tr96t> ^^ yoa were right, yon wero wiao, for 
in dealing tba blow that onoe croshod my hi^pi-r 
n^as, joQ hft?9 aafed me from tha torment of being 
wod^ where there wae a diapariioF of jears. Oh t 
JQalonsy, if Z ba4 a wife to di^ her pqnabbles into 
v\j e^s I would ftraogle, or rather pmother her, 
im Othello did Pead^raona, through very ang^r^" 
In a few daya Lady Winlow and the Baronet 
went to Hastings, a place most congenial to a 
fai^Qoabl^ invalid, esp^ciaUy in the merry mopth 
of May ; and JUmisc^ was ao pleased with her 
Tmtj that inetead of obeying all the doctor's 
OQ^manda, to proceed to Sath, she settled down 
for the porposQ of protracting her atiqr nifitil 
antmnn. Thif determination was almost a death 
warrant to the poor Baronet^ who, as long as his 
wife wa9 an ipvalidjhad leflj nothing uqdone to eoQr 
tribute to her oomfi)rt^ bat when again phe became 
ponyalesoi^nt, he conld not resist r^torning eyen 
alooe U> i^e more attractive soe^^ea of a London 
li£9 ; for the seaside at any time was his abhor- 
reipioeb wi t^e 9ea itself his bitterest e^emy. The 
inoffensive Sir Winfred had not a living foe^ so 
he avoided the billowy eve^ in their mildness at 
SMto^gSf It m^Mle hia head gid^ to look at the 
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motion of the waters, and his every nerve shud- 
dered while he inhaled the bracing air. Tn fact, 
the Baronet lost appetite, weariness chilled 
his energies while there, and it was with un- 
disguised horror he heard of Louisa's resolve^ 
receiving her consent to be left alone, as a prisoner 
might his reprieve from a dungeon. The moment 
he found himself safe at his London club he was 
a new man. 

Lady Winlow rather rejoiced at than regretted 
his departure, because she could more freely enjoy 
herself alone. She delighted in the wild waves 
that broke on the strand, washing weed and sand 
alike off the pebbly shore, catching one with its 
tide^ and bearing the other away upon its bosom ; 
could her dark eyes have penetrated 'neath that 
mighty deep, or lay upon its seething crest the 
bitter thoughts that revealed themselves from 
between those dark lashes, the relentless waves 
might have been for a moment arrested in their 
angry course by some pitying impediment of fate 
striving to delay the tidings of such evil to the 
eternal shore. 

Day after day Louisa sat in her costly silks- 
upon a camp stool to gaze upon the sea, cursing 
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in the bitterness of her soul the happiness of two 
virtaoQS people, and wishing death or destrnction 
to follow on their footsteps/ With retoming 
health the strength of an ill-goyemed mind was 
again aroused within her, and she felt deter- 
mined to do or dare anything for vengeance. 
She knew that Audlej Somers had never treated 
her dishonourably, nor in the slightest had he 
encouraged her passion ; but she loved him, and 
he dared to bestow all the treasure of his heart 
upon another ; in that lay not her own folly, but 
his crime; not his truth, but her wrong, a 
wrong for which the demon within her now 
called loudly for atonement. 

May had slipped backward in the glass of 
time, and the first hours of June began to pour 
their sands after it, when Lady Winlow's atten- 
tion was drawn from the misty distance of the 
ocean to a female figure seated upon a stone a 
few yards from her. She had before remarked 
it, as she imagined, watching her movements, 
and her curiosity being aroused, she determined 
to watch it now in turn ; but the figure, as if 
guessing her meaning, moved away. 

. F 6 
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The next day the same apparitioii became 
visiUe in the aocostomed place, and Ixnxisa arose 
from her stool for the purpose of passing it. 
When, as though eomprebending her intention, 
it drew a long cloak tighter over the shookterSi 
and glided behind a rock. In the evening it was 
there, and for days continued to conduct itself in 
the same extraordinary fsuihion, ahrays alluring 
the other's approach by disappearing mystm- 
onsly, until at last, amused and more curious 
than erer, her ladyship pretended to have given 
up the chase, and this seemed to have the desired 
effect, for keeping a thick TeU before her features, 
the figure came forward of its own accord, and, 
bowing courteously, was the first to speak. 

^* Ton are here ibr the benefit of your health, 
I presume,'* remarked the stranger, and receiving 
an answ^ in the affirmative, added, ^< Hastings 
has its charms and counter charms, like all 
things else on earth.'' 

<^ Explain the diflerenee,*' asked Lady 
Winlow. 

^^ Well,** repKed the other, <^ I should say the 
charms are here before and aaround us, as yourself 
can see ; one of its counter charms is that those 
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&rai tho world Aaotbor that tbe place i^ so 
ruinpusly aiiponiivQ. BasidoB^ it in too gay for a 

watering place." 

"Not at presQRt/' qrged Lowa, ♦Ubere are 
fewer ]b^e thui reason than fwial." 

<(TbQ» j<m have heeo fireqnentily a vUitor," 
aefced the rtra^ger. 

'^ No, but I have heard it remarked/' returned 
bfir hdyfhip, remembering that almost since her 
ohildbK^od her f«4ber had »pt found it QouyeuieAt 
ibr his family to leave Ulymount 

^f Yea have been miaiufonned^ then, for 
Haetiuga never had more people of fashion in it 
iimaoi pow* Why the deuee don't they go some- 
where else ? Pardon me, for I cannot help being 
iudigttant with thoae interlc^ers, who disturb the 
meditations of a rednae like uQraelf." 

^^She is mad," thought her ladyship. 'U 
guessed it from the first moment I witnessed her 
absurd behavioor/' 

^Yes, Hastings is too gay; there is Prince-n- 
I-fi)rgei'*hisi-name, and saite ; Bavon Devil-may^ 
care^ Lord Ko^nothing, Earl Bluster, and a host 
of other grandees, with outlandish appeUations ; 
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bat the greatest attraction of all to the common 
people about is the remarkable beauty of a lady 
who, with her newly- wedded husband, is re- 
maining at that hotel, yonder/* 

^^ Indeed," remarked Louisa, beginning to be 
afraid of the eccentric being beside her, and 
wishing herself not in such close proximity with 
a lunatic, preferring even to be in London with 
her husband. 

^^ And she is worthy of all the interest she 

creates^ for she is gentle as a lamb, gracious as 

heaven itself^ and the loveliest of the lovely ; not 

very tall, but of round symmetrical figure, not 

over regular features, yet possessing more charm 

of expression than the most perfect noses, 

« 
mouths, chins. Sic, that could delight an artist ; 

complexion not too fair, but a happy 

medium of the brunette and blonde, violet eyes, 

sunny lashes^ hair between nut brown and 

golden.*' 

"Stop, for pity sake," cried Lady Winlow, 

" of whom are you speaking ; what is the name 

of her with the violet eyes, sunny lashes, and 

golden hair ; it is a style of beauty that I have 

seen indeed, her name, what is it ?" 
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" I could not telL'' 

'' Bemember it, and 70a will do me a feroar.'' 

** I conld not do bo.'* 

" Try, good creatare/' 

'^ Alas I I cannot,'' mused the woman, clasping 
her hands, and then remaining qniet. 

*^ Think even of what letter it begins with ; is 
it A or is its?" ^ 

«A,Ithifik." 

" Are yon certain ? " 

" Yes. I do believe, indeed, I am quite certain 
it is A ; but for that matter it may be an L, E, 
X, A, N, D, E, B, along with.it — which spells 
Alexander ; but no, that is not it ; so it must be 
S. Do not speak to me until I try to recall it, 
because you affect me with the same kind of 
fidgets the interlopers give me ; now be quite 
still." 

She appeared to think deeply for a while, then 
added joyously, ^^ Yes, I know the name of that 
beautiful lady now, for it always puts me in 
mind of the rising sun, the balmy air, and 
radiant flowers. Her name is Summer." 

**With an S to the end of it," suggested 
Louisa. 
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'^ Somers I yes, that is it exaetlj.^ 

^< And she is liere with her husband/' nmttered 
Lady Winlow. " Why did I not hear of this be- 
fore ? Yet, how could I, with the Baronet for 
ever en my footsteps." 

^^No, he is qet a Baronet,*^ ehimad in the 
stranger, ^^ he is only a Major. Kow, ihece it is 
right at last — Mrs. Major Somers/^ 

" And they are here — so near me," continued 
Louisa, in her excitement giving voice to her 
tiumghts. ^ Oh I the sight of their happiness 
would blast n^y yery vision.** 

^^ |Ibt at all, it is delightlbl to look upon it«<-> 
to see two young people se truly attached to eaeh 
other. His a(^iration of her is revealed in 
every aetioa'««*-shtt was the diosen one from out a 
crowd, even with the terrild^ bar whieh youngs 
widows generally have against matrim(5nyv^w 
diildrea. fihe wi^ aetually preforred to tiie 
beautifol daughter of Colonel Wfrter^ vpho, I 
hear, is ftr haiidsomev Aan this foir wife, and 
whose passionate •devotion ha rejeeted wiili 
scorn." 

Ladf Winlow rose from her seai^ tmnbling 
with agitation, and peered scratinizingly thimigh 



tb^ V9il of the womm who atood beisidQ bdr^ but 
conM oalj dMcoYco: gr^y bair md the «hij[ui\g 
glaaaea of gold^rimiOjed spectacles. 

" You must be tired, stauding so loug," sb^ 
remarkedi eudeayouring to suppress tbe bittar 
feeliuga of ber SQul^ ^^ pray be seated. I, wbo 
seem so much younger, should have had more 
Qousideratiou for you before," 

*^You are very kiud," replied tbe womau^ 
taking tbe camp stQol her ladyship vacated m 
hex &vour« ^^J suppose Hastiugs does uot 
possess the same attractious for others that it 
does tbx me, who reside here almost altogether. 
For having snfficieut meaus and uo ties, I cou^ 
sequently please myselft My name ifi Horace— 
l4etitia Horace, I have nx>t traveled very much, 

and dislike society, therefore enjoy this place 

\ifhe» it is quiefc" 

I^ouisa, without having beaxd a word of the 
latter speech^ said-— 

<^ Is it uot WiQi:^ likely that tbe dangbter of 
Colonel We)?ter may have diiscouraged the suit of 
Mtgor Somers^ or that she refiised his hftud/' 

<<SUjeotedl wheu she worshipped him so 
openly that there was not a soul iu all tbocouutry 
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round who did not set her up as a laughing stocky 
jibing at her meanness, and pointing her out ta 
their daughters as one who had offered her heart 
to a man who would not have it, but who 
trampled her love under his foot as I now tread 
upon this worthless sea weed. Oh ! if I were that 
girl I would fly to the nethermost part of the 
earth to hide my shame and folly. I believe the 
pretty creature has done that, after giving her 
despised hand to some old Duke or another, for 
she is now amiserable^ loveless woman, mourning 
over her lost hopes, and with humiliating envy^ 
hearing of her stepmother's triumph. Bless the 
young wife's sweel face ; there is not one who 
looks upon it that does not rejoice at the scornful 
lassie's downfall, for I believe she was never liked 
by anybody." 

^^ It is false — it is a base fabrication of that poor 
girl's enemies," cried her ladyship, passionately, 

^^Then you know her, and I have been con- 
deming her to one who is perhaps a friend ; but 
do not blame me, for I but repeat the burden of 
a thousand tongues." 

** No, no, I do not blame you — ^go on, for she 
is not a friend of mine.'^ 
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'' Or one of whose fnendship, donbUess, yoa 
are ashamed rather,** suggested the woman. *^ It 
is perfectly proper for you to deny all knowledge 
of a person who could so yiolate the laws of 
maiden modes^ — as for me, I never married be- 
cause I would not encourage matrimony in any 
shape ; so, as I was saying, this Miss Werter 
deserved the snubbing she received from the 
Major, for I think that a coarse- minded woman 
like her would be gmliy of any treason to her 
sex, and it would not surprise me at all if I heard 
of her elopement with her husband's footman.*' 

Lady Winlow walked closer to the waves that 
dashed before them, and strove to look through 
the mist that had risen to her eyes ; then dashing 
aside the tears, and almost suffocating with con- 
tending emotion, she stood awhile, endeavouring 
to compose herself. 

The stranger watched her movements, and 
stealthily drawing the glasses further down her 
nose, that she might scrutinise the working 
features before her with more ease, smiled 
malignly as she did so. 

Had Louisa turned suddenly firom her vacant 
study of the billows she might have been warned, 
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because alanned at iStte eyet which bleared over 
the rim of those gold-rimmed spectacles^ and been 
saved the tortiire of not only a deep, but of a Iffe- 
long T«n(H*se. 

The woman, replacing the glasses, joined her 
ladyship, and commented in a careless voice on 
the beauties of the s^rronnding scene. Bat 
Lonisa listened only to the fnries clamouring fyg 
liberty in her bosom, as she asked-«^ 

^ Have you ever seen this daughter of Oolonel 
Werter, whose name is made the by^word of 
fashionable gossip ?'^ 

^< No, never ; but I have seen the beautiful wife 
often'^Hiome say it was she who spread those 
soaadaloua reports of the girl; indeed, I hnow 
those who have heard it from the lady^s own lips^ 
but the innocent dear could not have had any 
harm in itj even if she did happen to mentioQ 
such a thing as Miss Werter's oflEwoig herself to 
one who despised I^r, for bless ber, she looks too 
good to hurt a fly, and tiie Major, who is her very 
slave, believes her an angel. The air is getting 
very sharp," continued the woman^ shivering, 

<< and I must say farewell^ hoping to have the 
pleasure <d rmtwing my aequaintanee vritb you 
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to^moRDw; but I haTe ibrg^tte% KMbm^ or 
Madamoiselle^ that joa hanre not fitTOOfed va^ 
mth jour nama Mine ia Horaea^ aa I said 
keiSara, Lotitim Hofaoe, and yours is—'' 

<< LouMia Wertflrw.Lady Winlow/' replied &» 
etiMT^ ptoudl J. 

^^ Gk)od keaven !" exclaimed the stranger, with 
weU-asamied suipriae; ^< and all this time I have 
Veen actually speaking to-*««^' 

<< The deapiaed daughter of Ootonel Werter/^ 
said her ladyship^ 

^^ Say rather, the wronged and perseonted rival 
of a Ticious stepmother ; for now that I have 
seen yon in all jour matured beauty, the modesty 
of y^Mir retiring manners assnrea me that the 
reports of your girlhood were as unfounded aa 
they were undeserved. Mnu Somers lives yonder ; 
were I you I would confront her in the midst of 
her happiness^ tear the made of duplicity off her^ 
and oast that soom in her husband's fiioe wkiob 
he contrived to throw in yours. But no — on 
eonsideration I would take a surer, beoanse a more 
secret vengeanee."^ 

Lady Winlow sank up<A a stone, aod buried 
her fkce in her hands. She had not remained 
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long thus, when she again looked np. Bat {he 
stranger had disappeared. 

" Gone," she mnrmnred, *' as mysteriously as 
she came. Who or what is she ? certainly not a 
mad woman, as I had first fancied. What is this 
she has bade me do ? confront Florence before 
the hnsband who so idolises her: aye, to be 
turned away from his door in deeper anguish and 
shame than I feel at present Tear the mask of 
duplicity off her — alas I she never deceived me, 
unless, indeed, this woman may know some- 
thing, and could enlighten me as to some scheme 
on the part of my father's widow to prevent 
Major Somers from following up the attention 
that he paid me at the beginning of our acquaint- 
ance." 
Louisa started to her feet, as she exclaimed — 
" Ah I how altered he grew after he first looked 
upon her face I His voice, which assumed a 
deeper tone when it addressed me, grew careless 
then ; his eyes, once beaming with a teodemess 
which his lips had never breathed, became both 
cold and changed. She may have told him that 
his wooing would be useless, perhaps that he had 
a rival in my love. Oh I for one moment more 
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with this strange woman ! But what means she 
bj a surer, becanse a secret vengence ? Whither 
has she fled ? Gome back, come back, whoever 
you may be. She hears me not — she will not 
come ; but to-morrow she promised to be here-* 
to-morrow. Oh I how tedious will be the hoars 
nnta then !" 

Lady Winlow looked around wearily as she 
spoke thus, then crept from the shore, crushed in 
spirit^ but strong in will and hatred. 
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CHAPTER X. 

** 0, let him range { 

The Flftyei^B on iihe stage still— 'tis his part i 
He does bat aot.— What Ibllowed P* 

Ladt Wislow was Ssuat beconHBg an enigma^vda 
to herself. Thfoqgh iier accent ilkwBS she liad 
straggled firmly to overcome the evil feelings 
which had taken possession of her from the 
moment she heard of the anion of Migor Somers 
with Florence. At one time she would vow 
vengeance for her imagined wrongs, and the next 
moment weep in contrition for meditating such 
wickedness. She was still in this state of inde- 
cision when accosted by the person who had so 
frequently attracted her attention on the strand ; 
and in the conversation that ensned, the dormant 
evil of her nature was roused into life once 
more. 

That night she passed between tossing rest- 
lessly upon a sleepless couch and from the window 
seeking to pierce the distant shadows of the moon- 
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lit 8681 timiij^ her Hftuurtiiig orbs ie the few pak 

fltars that spangled the azure canopy abo^e it, 
Tuitil wealy at last of her monotoooua OGCupBtioQ 
slie OKioe m«re threw heittelf oa her pillow^ aod 
fell into « fitfiil dnmbeiv 

The next mtomingi before the accnstomed time, 
Loiiisa was oin the shore waiting, with feverish 
anxiety^ fer the i^ppearance of the stranger, who 
was, however, nowhere to [be seen. Hoars went 
by# nntil twilight began to spread its gr^ mantle 
^Hiner the hodizefei) aad 49till ehe caore not, Thau 
tiak with disa|>pointme»t and fatigooi the pale 
woman returoed to ber home^ and thus for di^s 
she watched and waited in vain. 

She was endeavoiiriag one morning to fix her 
attention oa the last novel, as the inclemenqy of 
the weather prevented oat-*door exercise, when 
her maid entered with a card on a silver salver. 
The lady started when she read the name, and 
told the gicl to say that ^^a jparticolar engage- 
naent {prevented La4y Wizilow from receiving 
visitors to-day*" 

^^ Please, my lady," said the servant^ returning 
from having executed J^r mistress's commands, 
^' the gentleman ea^a that he is leavix\g Hastings 
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by the next train^ and would be obliged by seeing 
you." 

'^Let him come in^ then/' returned Louisa, 
throwing down the book. And scarcely had she 
spoken, when Fitzroy stood bowing before her. 

^^This is a most unexpected — I cannot say 
pleasure," began her ladyship, '^ knowing as I 
do that Mr. Fitzroy has not proved a friend to 
any of my family." 

"Pardon me. Lady Winlow, in this you are 
mistaken. For I have strenuously endeavoured 
to make myself one, even to the detriment of my 
own pride ; seeking to forget the scornful rejec- 
tions of my friendship by one, then perhaps too 
well beloved, in the interest I took in the re- 
mainder of your respected father's kindred." 

^^ An original kind of friendship, truly, to offer 
insulting proposals to his widow." 

^' Insulting ?" repeated the usurer. 

^^ Yes ; for by what other term could you name 
them, when you offered your hand to my step- 
mother, knowiug that at the time you had not 
the power to make her your wife ?" 

^' I am surprised," answered Fitzroy, strong in 
the knowledge of Louisa having heard nothing 
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of his condact towards Mrs. Werter since her 
own marriage, ^^ painfully surprised/' he con- 
tinned, with offended dignity, ^^ to hear you say 
8O9 or that yon should imagine me guilty of so 
fearfully outraging the feelings of truth and 
honour as to believe that I could shame the lady 
whose fair name I would guard as my own life." 

Louisa was staggered for a moment. 

** Yet," she remonstrated, " you cannot deny 
that the unfortunate Mrs. Fairfield, who resided 
in Lilymount, has some claim upon you, and that 
your real name is not Fitzroy." 

'* I assure you, I most truly own that appella- 
tion, and I would refute that other horrid charge 
with the contempt it merits ; but, to you, I shall 
humble myself thus far, although I should have 
thought that, to one of your intelligence, it would 
have been unnecessary." 

Lady Winlow bowed in silence, and motioned 
him to proceed. 

^^ The person in Lilymount to whom you allude 
I know nothing of, except, indeed, that she mast 
be a lunatic to claim me as her husband. She 
never saw my face, nor I hers, before the moment 

VOL. m. G 
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I called there to judge fofr myedfof the progress 
wf friend Frederick Norcott was making ftom 
his illness. This Mrs* Werter well knew ; but 
feigned to disbelieve that she nrig(ht more sorely 
gain die prize she sought for, disdaining my 
faoDest love, even the help X offered for h^ 
children's sake, and preferring to let tbem tive^in 
poverty and ignorance than to gm up her selfish 
passion for young Somers/' 

He saw that he had drawn her £rom the: subject, 
he mast dreaded to that which; was most his 
interest to pursue. 

^< You may wdl look astonished/' lonflned the 
€rafty villain, '^but I could revieal that which 
would increase the feeling ; however, «^eii to 
you it is hard to hnmble^ myself to givo this 
explanation.*' 

<< Well do not, sir,** she mtermpted. 

<< I shall not, then/* he retnraed loftily. ^' But 
I have known you so long, and admiredi you as a 
being, so far above the generality of your sex, 
that I now doubly regret my own disappointmient ; 
and, with a parting good wish^^shall take my leave, 
hoping that you will forgive me for havmg in- 
traded upon your time ; but I cannot forget that 
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jHMX ace iha ^acy^htor of my onoe most valiied 
fideod/* 

^ Staj, six ; do not leave me tfaiu I'* she cried, 
M 'Fiizrqy preparod to leave the room. ^^ I have 
bad 80 little opportunity of judging for myself in 
this matter^ married and abnoad as I was at the 
time of the den&uement, or whait was called one, 
whicb took place at Lily mount, iuid which I 
learned during my wedding tour^ through a letter 
received from Mrs. Netherwell. I never corresr 
-pond, aa you may know,, with any other of my 
foimer acquaintances, nor even with Florence — 
Mrs* Werteir." 

^* Yet, if after all she bM learned move than 
ihis,'* thought Eitaroy, ^^ I eould never bend her 
to my will." 

^^Then," he resumed, in the same tonieof oon- 
fident ASflunaaoe he had before aaed, ^' then I. am 
delighted tiiat it ia so, &r now I can exeneirate 
you from the weakness of credulity, or rather 
of the felly of not exercising your own ju^gnMUit. 
It was most painM to me to be oondeimriiifed by 
on« who— -pardon me. fcr teaching est fluch deli- 
cate giK)und— {has been as unfairly dealt with in 

2 o 
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the matter of Major Somers* marriage as myself; 
but that, too, is a thing of the past, and as my 
visit must be a short one, it will be more jadiciomi 
to pass to other topics. Sir Winfred, I trusty is 
well V 

^^ Yes, quite ; but excuse me if I cannot so 
readily get rid of a subject in which my curiosity 
is much excited. For if any undue advantage 
has been taken of me at any time, I am not 
aware of if* 

^^ Impossible I Your ladyship cannot, until 
now, be without learning the trutL If so, it 
were safer for me not to enlighten you — indeed^ I 
have no wish to do so I*' 

" You would oblige me very much by giving 
me any information you can." 

^^ And, if I give offence, you must attribute it 
to the sincere friendship and esteem in which I 
have ever held you — for, without reserve, I must 
first tell you that your marriage with a gentle- 
man of Sir Winfred's age astonished me most 
profoundly ; and, on making enquiries about it, 
with as much delicacy, of course, as possible, I 
learned that yon had not been coerced in it by 
anyone — ^for I suspected that the then Mrs. 



LOVE OB HATRSD, 126 

Werter had something to do with it, and I muBt 
confess that I was more than sarprised to hear 
70a had rejected the hand of Major Somers — a 
yonng man for whom I knew you had entertained 
some preference. The facts of this statement I 
afterwards learned minutely, which were these. 
Major Somers loved you passionately ; but the 
reserve of your manner prevented him placing 
his proposals before yourself, and drove him to 
put them into the hands of your step-mother, 
who—*' 

"Go on,** cried her ladyship. " Why do you 
pause, sir ? Proceed, for mercy sake, and hesitate 
no longer to unmask a hypocrite — '* 

" Who," resumed Fitzroy, " said that you 
rejected them, assigning, as a reason, your long 
attachment to another. Deeply chagrined and 
disappointed, Audley Somers next saw you at a 
ball, which had been given in honour of his re- 
turn from India. You remember it ; and even 
that night he would have poured out the fervor 
of his soul to you, but for your coldness. Once 
he essayed to do so, while you were in the garden 
at £eechgrove with his sister; but your look 
repelled him. And what honourable man will 
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bow to tbe hamiliation of a scomM refbrnl of his 
Iiand r 

Again the nsurer stopped, witfh tlia pretext of 
wiping his brow, which ho did deliberately with 
his perfumed handkerchief; but, in reality, to 
give her time to take in the fall meaning of every 
word he uttered. 

" Ah 1 Lady Winlow, when you returned from 
that fatal ball, it was «» the promised bride of 
your present husband, and Somers soon learned 
to despise the maiden whose sordid ambition he 
believed to have triumphed over the affections of 
liter heart, which he imagined yours to have done, 
by breaking your betrothal with the supposed 
individual of your former devotion.** 

^' Stop I ^I feel bewfldered^--£9rm^ devotion did 
ytm say P Oh I yes, I remember now. He to* 
whom I was attached', and for whom I rejected 
Audley. Qer story, hers." 

" Yes, after your marriage he flew to jfout can- 
ning step-dame for sympathy, and flrom later 
events we may see that she was not sparing of iti 
I fffaould not speak of this, for no personal m[jury 
ocmld make me entertain a vindictive feding 
Howards one I once loved, an4 suppose yoa Mi 
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the same ; bat it was jonr onjast condemnation of 
me that brought it about. However, I should have 
thought that your own judgment could scarcely 
fail to prove to 70a that Mifjor Somers was not a 
person likely to pay such open attention to any 
lady as he enee did to Mits Werter, without 
having an honourable meaning attached to it" 

**This is new and terrible news to m©/* said 
Loaifia; **still, it is only the verifying of my own 
suspicions. And does she think that she sfaalt 
escatpe scatheless ? TSoy thait she shaH not." 
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CHAPTER XL 

HTZBOT's PBOOIB. 

*' What thoQ liart urged 
Hy oaptiTe heart had long ago resolTed.'* 

Fobd'8 Tbagioi. 

Lady Wiitlow paced the apartment in a frenzy 
of excitement, then* stopping short and facing 
her visitor, she said — 

*'No — she — Florence shall not escape scatheless, 
Mr. Fitzroj. I cast aside now all false modesty, 
and tell yon that I loved that man, thatT love him 
still better than the air I breathe ; my life has 
grown intolerable since I learned of his union 
with one whom I had long suspected of betray- 
ing me ; you do not think that I can sit tamely 
here, and let her drink the cup she dashed from 
my lips." 

" Why, what would you do P" 

" You, who have been also so ill-used, should 
not ask me that. You can, you must assist me 
with whatever vengeance your own heart dic- 
tates ; your soul thirsts for it as well as mine, 
and my hand shall quench the thirst of both, for 



liOTX OB HATBBD. 129 

I shall deal the blow, and make him, too, taste 
the bitterness that his folly has mixed in my life/' 

** My poor friend, what can we do ? We are 
both poweriess ; leave her to the surer judgment 
of heaven ; she may rest in peace for me." 

" Mr. Fitzroy, are you a woman ? But no ; 
you are weaker still; for a woman would be 
ashamed of such mean cowardice." 

*^ I have not the cause of complaint that you 
have* If she could not return my love she could 
not help it; that was my misfortune, not her 
fault, but you — ^good heaven, if I were wronged, 
duped, as you have been, I would — " 

** Well, why do you hesitate ? What would 
you do?" 

Fitzroy bent near her, and in a deep whisper 
muttered — 

<* Murder!" 

Louisa started back appalled. 

" Not that," she faltered, "Oh 1 not that." 

" That or nothing ; for had I the faintest 
memory of a single wrong to work upon, she 
should not now be revelling in the happiness of 

his love." 

G 5 
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'* I heardithey won herot— 4ero in Hastii^pEi) 
musmcnred hec In^ahipy looking widbf maaA 
the- room. 

^^ It 18 traey and not ludf » mile diBtaflsi firam 
yon." 

^^Ohl surely, snrelyy gomo stiraaEige fiedielras 
(kii7en me here^" she cKclaimed^ tlien raisittg 
her bloodless connienance with & fiseed look labe 
asked, '^ What woold yon ha've me do?'^ 

^^ &o to ihe dwieUing of thatt happf wife, and* 
torn her bliss to torimre.'^ 

•* How?" 

^^ Bj making heir love the instnunent of yonr 
reveoge." 

*' But how could I do so ?'* gasped. Lady 
Wiolow^ keeping hen burning glance upon (Sie 
usurer. 

" Poison it." 

^^ I— I cannot undflHStMid you*" 

^' Waiy reaomed ihe tabjiAer, ^ I dO' not 
exanGitly mean you io gain admittance into the 
honm of those love birds, £at thn fnrpose of tpre^ 
paxiog. •» deadly diai^ght^ kot,. by tasting mbaAi 
was meant for his wife (as I have known, ^somft 
dutiful husbandffto do) and yon^ in the fear that 
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Mb Hft ^ticfold he tbo Bitcnfice instead of yotir 
n^% rush ftxrwanSy azrA wieh a Mow dash the 
peftiOiied gcftrlet from hkr lips. For then should 
follow the denennoement, and 00 adiien to tout 
rewwge.'*^ 

** What acre you talking aboitt? I canaot 
compfehend the ^mrport of your words at all." 

** Listen thea — cdmly, qtiietly. There are 
poisons more sntbtlle than Ifhose procured from 
herbs cr c/bemists, and can be used with safer and 
B«rer effbct But, my dear liady Winlow," he 
a^lsd, cddly, changing his manner, ** I hear not 
the* slightiest animosity to Mrs. Bomers, and if 
yotf before- accused me of a woman's weakness, 
how much more neason will yotr have to do so 
When I confess that she is dearer to me this 
moment than ever, and that for her sake I would 
sacrifice my Me, or, to gain her happiness, I 
would! sell ifiy sou'Ps salvation.^' 

^ And I would^i^ign air much for him, I would 
—I wouM— 1 wetdd/' 
« What I sacrifflce yottr iWml% salvation ?'* 
'* Hufifh, it is sacrUiege Ho speak so:** 
" Or to think so. Eady Witi!6w, would you 
hesftatetotjommftfairfn, ifby-flo dbSng'yoa oould 
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accomplish Audley's happiness ? Hark, I shall 
tell you a taruth which yon must give credence to.*' 

He bent towards her, and taking her hand 
within his burning palm, continued — 

^' Lady, he loves you still ; and longs to breathe 
that love into your soul. Gto where you both can 
meet ; and as the fervour of his vows shall fill 
you with such ecstasy that your heart's wild 
throbbings must assure him of your former cold- 
ness being assumed. Then let your undisguised 
devotion atone for the past, and, with your beau- 
tiful head upon his bosom, his arms twined 
around you, and with his soft breath close upon 
your cheek, his long pent-up idolatry shall 
breathe its fervor into your delighted ear, and 
henceforth you both shall live for love and hap- 
piness alone." 

" Peace 1" cried Louisa, recoiling from him 
with indignation. ^^ Peace I and insult me no 
longer with your vile suggestions. Am I a wife ? 
Am I Lady Winlow? and listen to such lan- 
guage beneath my husband's roof? Out of my 
sight, wretch, or I shall arouse all Hastings with 
the purport of your villainy." 

^< I regret that my friendship has so far but- 



LOYB OS HATRED. 13S 

fitaretched my prndence ; still, your ladyship will 
bear in mind for whose sake it was that I 
spoke. Adieu, Lady Winlow; my time haa 
expired." 

"Oh I stay,** she exclaimed. " You — ^you 
said he loved me, and that he loves me still. 
Bat why do I seek to know more? Oh! that I 
were dead. Oh I that I were dead.*' 

She threw herself passionately upon a couch , 
and buried her face in its cushions. Fitzroy 
advanced, and knelt beside her. 

" His happiness is in your keeping,'* he whis- 
pered ; *^ you can fly together to a foreign land, 
despite the paltry bond of wedlock — the gabbled 
ceremony of a paid official, who laughs at the 
sacrifice of the victim at the altar as he counts 
his golden fees. How can you, knowing Audley*s 
truth, continue to live with an old man to whom 
your heart has never warmed ? What happinesa 
or misery can the good or bad opinion of the 
world give you» which, at its best, can now bring 
no comfort with it? Surely, if you can be so 
cruel to yourself, you should have pity upon 
Audley, whose life is lone and barren without 
you, since it is in your power to make it a 
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paiacBse. Oh I think (tf fbia and pause befinv 
yoa oondbmn- him to a fi]Eb<Iong miserf.** 

LomBa arose from the couch, teailess and wfitto. 

''Why do yon tempt me thns?'* she saidl 
^ What motive mges yon to mabe me the tool 
of yonr own revenge ? Hbw can yon say that 
he Toved me when Ids devotion to Florence is tbe 
theme of remark to aH Hastragsr 

'' Yes, r know it, he is attentive and kind to 
her, but I have prooft tiiat liis heart is not in 
his actions." 

'' Proofi, prooft ; show them to me, and if they 
belie the rtatement of one honest soul, I am 
satisfied.'* 

*' I know nothing of the honest soul yon speak 
of, but iftis^ iff proof at least thtft I am what I 
seem— your friend.'** 

fielxanded her a Iftfle packet as lie spoke, 
and Tiaffy Winlow, impatiently tearnag' ff open, 
discovered' two fetten in the well-knowtt hand- 
writing of IRajor 'ISbmers. 
''*^Ton lecognise the writing/' he said. 
^Ymfy yeff; alfliongh 1 havenevtr seen it 
exceiyt when aoceptii^ or i^erting an invita(5on 
ftom Mrs; ATmsby^ 
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^ It is Btifflcieot, since yoo are certain of iits* 

Site answered ncMvl^t^glonced orer'tfae eoirtenta^ 
of the first letter, and found it to be from Major 
Seiners' to his mt^^ Mrs. Tra^Mrs, describing a^ 
part cf their wedding tour, and of geseml- iai- 
port. Bnt inside was a ^more doself written and 
emieni&y » move secret correspondenoey irbioh 
begai 



^' I ismm wbent yam eee the private 
mark outside this sheet, its eonten/to wiiU be 
sacred, even from jour husband, for I could not 
afiord to' let Traver» know of myfeUj, orratber 
madinees; I am ntose wi«tebed thun ever since I 
canaie' to BrVLSsels, eind aiUbmigh (?]»jll}ing many 
piftoes of intereBt oeoi &tA no pleasure in doiag 
SO', for my ti«)ughte aw elsewberey chsooed by 
galBngfettere te one -wba is not my wife.'* 

La% Winlow 'etaortodf and turned whiti^ than 
beitoe,. then^ agam resuming >tiheepistl( 



'^ l?et ilcoemse* is fedad. and toves iei» wkh a 
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frank and warm devotion that makes me feel 
worse than an ingrate because I cannot return 
it. But, dear sister, you, who have been made 
the confidante of my one secret, know that the 
fervour of her love &lls upon a heart of ice. Oh 1 
would that I had never seen Louisa Werter. 
You see I have not yet learned to call her by her 
husband's name. How you must despise me, 
Bettie, for still adoring that fickle being ; she 
who sold herself for the old man's gold. If I 
had been in Mortimer's place, her betrotiied but 
jilted lover, I would put a buUet through the 
head of that old dotard." 

Lady Winlow; did not finish the letter, for it 
dropped from her nerveless fingers ; she remained 
a while in deep thought, then left the room in 
silence. When she returned, she had three 
envelopes in her trembling hand ; taking out the 
contents of each, she spread three short letters 
upon the table, and, placing those which Fitzroj 
had given her in like manner beside them, began 
to examine the characters of each — ^long and 
minutely she compared the formation of each 
stroke and torn^ completely unconscious of the 
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presence of her ykitor until his yoioe broke the 
BpelL 

'' Do yon snspect forger j ?** he said. 

'^ I did 80, bnt can scarcely now — ^the writing 
is precisely similar.** 

'^ Those notes yon brought in with you, are 
they those rejections and acceptances of invita- 
tions you spoke of? received by Miss Armsby 
from Major Somers." 

" Yes. I always kept when I could everything 
that came from him." 

'^And you see no difference in the hand- 
writing ?" 

/^ No, none whatever — ^if yours be forged, it ia 
cleverly done.'* 

** What motive could I have in that, your lady* 
ship P'* 

^* None — I suppose none.*' Louisa clasped her 
hands over her forehead, then raising her livid 
face again, she added, ^^ satisfy me on one subject 
more, and I am done.** 

•* I shall do so, if it is in my power. I grieve 
that you have been so precipitate in accepting the 
hand of the Baronet, for I now see that you ar^ 
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neithep' 4ibe meicenary (being ntfr the* betattihsfiis^ 
woman that Aadlej believes 70a." 

'^ Satisfy Jti»{ apon oub more pointy aad f am 
dDB0/' fhei ]?epeatcd. ^^i mert; a stran^ger Bpon 
the shore last week, whom I mistook for alunatio' 
until she mpokeio iq0) aftoat this happy wife, 
whose charma ava the admisratioa of flastings. 
And then I knew thatsbewas sane— do yoa know 
that woman ?" 

^^ Hew should I (know her, who am a shoi'ter 
time in this place than yourself ?*' 

^^ iBut ijkis mojxam condemned most shamefolly 
the wretched daughter of Colonel Werter, who ooot-* 
mitteditfae terriile mme of am tmyequited passion.'* 

^^That person, whether mad or sane, onl^ 
followed the esaBipkf «et her by her betters, for 
not only Hastings but London rings witBi iMff 
same &BhioiiabIe story;'* 

'*^ And who^ftred first tO' breathe »this issleV^ 

^'Oswuwt you guess— •PIoreD'ce, proud of the 
victory she had gained over yon, boasted of if tot 
intiumerable^endsi She unight w^U da so, for 
it wad iike ftiilaro of mono youthftiT send! more 
supeiioR dhsTPms than hers;^ ^ 
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^ Vat mneb more yontlifa]!— 'we ore almost of 
tii& same age/' 

^ Tet*— bvft 8he> is leBs^ beoatifiiL'' 

^* ISot 8o» ; when her beautj first won the no4ble 
heart of nvf fiither/' 

^' True. But yon were not then in the field 
against her.*' 

'^ Tet she has won the admira/feion of jonraelf^ 
and hy yon say, the only one who ever possessed 
tfaie^ power to kindle an undymg passion in your 
breast" 

'^ That is my weakness. AlasJ I dare not raise 
siy eyes to a brighter bift colder planet*' 

** Away with this feoling V* cried Louisa. *' Mr. 
Fitzroy ; I have read yoizr heart as you hare read 
mine — both love, where to do so is sacrilege Iky 
every human and divine tie ; both thirst for ven- 
geance — you have not been wronged, I have, and 
my fatheiTs widow shaQ feel some of the misery 
her hand has thrust upon me. I believe Ifiat 
Audley lovee me, and that her cunning (fevices 
curbed and sought to annihilate his passion for 
me. I cannot emfficiendy condemn my own 
eoldness. I but toe weH remember what you 
spoke of m the garden at B^chgrove r bow he 
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sought to speak even while I laughed at some 
tame sally of his brainless sister Bettie. I have 
been wronged most cruelly, but it is partly my 
own fault that Audley and I are eternally sepa- 
rated ; therefore, I shall make the only repara- 
tion in. my power which is now left me." 

" And that ?" questioned Fitzroy. 

'^ I shall tell him that my heart was all his 
own even in my seeming coldness, that I loved 
him as she could never love, and then I shall flee 
from his roof for ever." 

** His roof," repeated the usurer. 

^^Yes. I do not think there will be much 
difficulty in my attaining access there, although I 

have never once addressed a letter to Mrs. 

his wife." 

She could not force her lips to utter the beloved 
name in connection with Florence. 

"It is easy to apologise, for Lady Winlow is 
different to Louisa Werter. Your stepmother 
has been living in Ireland almost from the first 
month since your departure for abroad." 

" In Ireland — ^why — ^for what ?" 

** Owing to her son's illness ; so even had you 
written, a letter could scarcely have reached her, 
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as no one knew where she had concealed herself 
for many months. But I have far outstayed my 
time, and fear I shall miss the train — pardon me, 
dear Lady Winlow, if I take an abrupt departure. 
Act as you think best for the sake of the heart 
that loves you, if you do not for your own. She 
must fall — she must suffer — ^it is her fate, it is 
her fate. Adieu.'' 

He wrung her hand, and hurried from her 
sight 

Louisa struck her hand upon the table with 
such violence that the glasses on the sideboard 
vibrated through the room with a weird and 
mouruful cadence. 

"Is it a warning ?" she muttered ; " that 
horrid sound was like a voice from the grave. 
Fool, fool, to be frightened at the ringing 
together of a few glasses ; it is too late to go back 
oven if I would ; no, I will go forward, she shall 
Buffer, or I am not Louisa — Lady Winlow.'* 

Jealousy was busy at her heart, and vanity 
prompted her to believe in Audley's preference for 
herself — she summoned up every iota of his past 
attentions, and magnified a harmless flirtation on 
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bus. part into> «• Berioos aad half aeknowJ«4g(Bd 
affeddon ian henelf.. 

Bat. much aa she clung to that falMimpiesaioni, 
Ahe was.verj; far from, giving credaooe to Mr» 
Eitsroj^B prooGi ofii; ia her aecrdt lieart she 
kBBW that those lettera h^e had shaven hyer were 
foigecL 

The osorer's scheme might hair^ succeeded in 
blindiog a kss cleFer womaa than Colenel 
Werter's daughter, for the forgery was perfection; ^ 
but LoaisA met hum on his own grounds armed 
with «s sharp a weapon as he strove to eenqntf 
her with ; cunning and duplieity wene strong m 
both, but she, cheating as it were her awa 
conscience, endeavoored to make hesself believe 
that those letters, the proofii of Andley's loire fer 
her, were genuine, had the advantage of an 
apparent wrong over her wk^edall}?. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

«m 'WISVBED*B l>«KA3f. 

'* My lore, my faithfal love, seal an awnianoe 
Of quiet to your spirit." 

MlDDLETOH. 

FiTZBOT, as he barried from titie apartmentB of 
Lady Winlow^ knocked Bgaxost a gentlensan in 
the oorridtH*, and when' tarning to apologise, he 
confronted tfhe qurrering form of Sir Winfred, 
«Teiy fsature of whose face was distorted as 'wiih 
pain ; and tbensnrer^ belieymg hewas ill, offered 
his assistance in vain, then bowed, and passed on 
withont: farther notice; 

The Bar(met had not been eafresdj^opping^ for it 
was onfy on the moment that he enterod tiieiwi- 
denoe of his idfe, hsmsg fonnd London intder- 
able without her, aiafd* as a dungeon would hvre 
been beautified by her presence, he returned^ to 
Hastings, unable longcFr to support the^eparation. 

Contemplating wi<th deliglst the idea> of giving 
her a pleasant 'surprise by his t^peerance, h& did 
not intimaite his* intentiosw,^ hu4 when he en>- 
^ovmtered a nnm eagerly escaping frcm. Ms wif€/\3 
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<}ining-room, all the suspicions of his jealousy 
were once more aroused. 

^^ For this she made me go to London/' he 
thought, remembering the affectionate manner 
she had assumed towards him in requesting to be 
left alone at Hastings. 

A quarter of an hour had elapsed before he 
could summon resolution to seek the presence of 
Louisa. Then tapping gently at the door, and 
obeying the faint ^^ come in/' which answered his 
summons, he saw her standing with her back 
partly towards him, evidently weeping, while 
some letters, crushed and partly torn, lay at her 
feeti 

" Loui," he said ; and that voice, quivering 
with emotion, startled her as though it were a 
peal of thunder. With a quick gesture, she 
snatched up the letters, and thrusting them into 
her bosom, held out the other band to welcome 
him. 

" You did not expect me,'* he resumed. " I 
feared that you might be lonely in this dismal 
place, and perhaps you are so, for the trace of 
tears is on your cheeks. Did you miss your old 
husband, my darling ; he who loves and trusts 
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you SO completely, — ^he who would not cause a 
tear to stain this dear cheek for all the wealth he 
possesses/' 

** You are too kind — too good to me, Winfred; 
Had I expected you, you should not have received 
this sorry welcome ; but I shall order luncheon, 
and as the rain is clearing off, we can take a walk 
upon the shore, for I confess I have been rather 
dull since yon left, and will return with you to 
London." 

'^ Return with me, do so; stay with your 
husband, my precious one, and the evil fore- 
boding that has haunted me for the past week 
shall melt like snow before the sunshine." 

"Foreboding of what? You surely are not 
superstitious ? Why, Sir Winfred, you have 
turned as pale as death ; what is the matter, my 
dear husband? Are you ill ?** 

She had flown to his side, her arms were 
around him, and her lips were pressed to his 
brow. Were these the actions of a faithless veife ? 
The Baronet believed not, and with a strong 
effort he resumed his composure. 

^* My dearest, what a silly old fool I am to 

VOL. III. H 
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icaiQ ;i>tt tibaa." Thfisi «fliagr aiidl pashiug ih« 
hai]? firom lik feiebead, be. gazed tendorl^ mto 
her face, as he cbntinued, ^^ Mj wife— hh^ poi^ 
fiod beautiful anigel^ 1 dFeamed last nigbt[ that 
yo9. w^re dead-^ead fa> me^ at leaaib } tihftt those 
beloYod featores wAie- anllisd witth worse thaa tlso 
kiathsosae: reptiles oi thfi grave^ and thab the. eyies 
Mw looking into miae, ia troth and iimoceBie9) 
wem^ tuorned fron me with th» hopeless, gaze 
of eternal woe; that a golf, seething wth 
flaaiing lava> had. of>em«d to receuvoe the ftrm I 
bad obevished in m^ bosom; ;. thait I s a» yoa 
qniveriog on the bask of a. pMoipiee, and — and*««* 
it was onlj a dream^ ngi loir e. Yet I havoi nuMb 
you trembte) by repeating it; thiab whdrlmust 
baye suffered^ who felt.for the. time aa thoagh. it 
werQ reality*** 

^^ It was indeed horrible/' she replied^ shud^ 
dering and creepingeloseD to his sidk 

^^How eold you aie^. child;* my dneam* has 
chilled you,'' Sir Winfised knghed, and« led her 
to. luncheon; but all, his asanmed obeerfdlness 
was powerless to. aflSeci aay chan^> in bis wiskfs 
demeanour, who> romained still and -peie fibr the 
rest of the day* 
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l^itoof- FairjBeld) nAtachUKg: na impoiitance' to 
bis wcoonter iathci Qomdor with Sir Win&o^t 
who ha> kM«( laQT appeiiraAce oxiljiymade tow«0sdi 
thei raUFajr tttation &r: a. ediort 4i8tanica, but upt^ 
«3 bo^ bad iaforn^ Ladgr Wiolow^ with. Upq io« 
tention of catching the train, for tnrniqgron hi9 
b90l)» bet took. a. di£E<»r0u((. direeflioi^, u«til his 
coarse was cut short by an anexpected apparitions, 

<* Gooi bwvQnf* he. Qsudamted; ^^ESteanor 
Fao^tdy and hMe we moii sagmx^*^ 

'^ It Befifm^ ao/' Tatomed <&a lady, (kawiiij^ 
«£iule hfift ^il^ with a prcMad gostn^e ;, ^' aiioce thus 
WA recognise, each other ; qiu? lasit meeikiiig; was 
less propitious." 

^^ Spare me^ Ella/' b^ etaid, ^^ and if a life 
hence&rth d^Foted tot yow bafipioess) ow i^dooe 
7QU ta forgm mjf i^sbt barbarity^ eveny act e/ 
mj faiiure conduck shall b^ dedicated to the^ qvIj 
love thot, baa wacmed i»y heart tbnough aU the 
tenxpests my own mad folly bas drawn down npoMOi 
my doYoted head. EUa^^mj^ wife,^ Qan you take 
me^ guilty as. I am, onee more tu yoor heajrt, and 
foi;giving; aUj( liye but. foir eaioh oAkof uAtU 
death r 
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^^ Edmond Fairfield/' she replied, << much as I 
once loved you, your hypocriBy is powerless to 
hide the hollow canning of yonr motives; bat 
spare yoarself any further thoaght on my accoant, 
for I never shall be the inheritor of Sir Gordon's 
property." 

'^ It IS not that) Ella ; can yoa forget the past? 
—oar child — ** 

** Upon whose grave," she interrupted, " the 
last tie which bound me to the past, was broken. 
Farewell. Henceforth we are strangers." 

^^ Ella, you are my wife, and the laws, if not 
of nature, at least of my country, compel 
you-" 

^^To nothing," she cried; *^for no law can 
again rivet the chain which once bound us. It 
was torn from my heart by your cruelty, and can- 
celled by your dishonour. Farewell; it were 
better yoa should not detain me, else the sight 
of you, which fills my soul with loathing, may 
make me forget myself and say too much." 

** One moment more ; the very fervour of your 
words proves that there is a remnant of the old 
love still living in your breast" 

" It may be so/" she replied, " but it bums over 



LOVE OR HATRED. 149 

dead hopes, and never more can lighten my life 
with one reflection of its former brightness. If, 
as 70a say, a throb of the old affection still re- 
mains, it is only pity which clings to that which 
it would shield from the world's scorn. Edm ond, 
I would shield you from every ill. Night and 
day I pray for your welfare — for your repentance ; 
but seek not again to cross my path, for the 
greater the space that divides us the better for 
you and for me. Heaven bears me witness that 
after this moment I could never wish to look 
upon your face again, for were we divided by 
yonder boundless ocean, we could not be 
more effectually parted than by that which sepa- 
rates us now — ^my wrongs.'* She paused as 
though a sudden thought for the first time entered 
her mind. ** Oh 1" she exclaimed, " what has 
brought you here ? For what purpose are you 
now in Hastings ? Edmond, if you would show 
that you are not utterly abandoned, leave this 
place and resign your unmanly persecution of the 
lady who has suffered so much from you already. 
You look impatient; thank heaven she is now 
beyond your reach." 
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"^^ Speak not othet ; it is of yourBelf tdovie that 
I would hear,'* 

^^ iThefii 1 am eilent/' she «aid, with •& repeBant 
gesture, ^and slightly inclining her head, sho 
passed oo, leading him overwhelmed with a^ton- 
ishcaent Boid chagrin. 

Walking quickly^ and with bng strides, FiitB>- 
zoy at last found himself pausing, with the 
knodcer in his hand, at ihe door of an unpretend* 
ing dwelling, to which he had made his way as 
mudi by instinct as habit. He •entered the close 
sitting-room, which smelt strongly of cigars, and 
accosted its occupant with an epithet not T«ry 
eomplimentary to the £ur sex. 

<< l^e devil I " he qaculated, while loddng 
straig^ at the features he had often comineiuted 
for their regularity, and the possessor 'of which 
turned upon him with unfeigned surprise. 

^^ It is no wonder that I am called a devil now, 
iniE^tead of the angel you once thought me," cried 
the individual thus addrossed ^ ^* no wonder, in • 
deed, when I am metamorphosed thus." 

She tore a wig from her head, and spectacles 
from her eyes as she spoke, thus revealing the 
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more aiig^IiD portton %hB Itad tnentiokied, nirtil 
Hairriet ZhoDij[i6dily in all .faiar ittriag charms^ 
stodd scomfal'^ befere her mwrter 

'< HBirriet/' eaid Fitaroif, ^^lieed not my folly* 
Why, girl, yon should be aoclistomed to it dow^ 
Come hither, and pay attention to what I ^am 
going to say« Ytm mui^t meet het agaift ; yon 
mmt fo^ge « sharper instrum^tit to open the 
wound in Lady Wtnlow'^s heart, and Set it bleed 
-^bleed until tbe pmlse be^omen Wetik and pliable> 
like nsi, before tibe heat thalt melts it, and whi^^h 
"mil ^nsJble ydn to mould her to any act I ^fih. 
Fool— fool^ why do you teefiible? If thfe btft(*i^ 
lets the ktnb escape frofli the ttlauj^htisr honse*^'' 

*<Even «pic«fl«8 'w^uM "Mt statve," added 
Harriet, ^'fer Beatien has pt^vMed wholesoiae 
food enough without it; but," she continneiit 
sadly, ^^ I 2Sih tu your hsinds^ and ptOfwetlesB to 
teflfsC What m&t^ Am I to d*(!> ? Believe me that 
heir Mydh^ ts not altogether ef the metal that 
yt)u itnagitie.'* 

^ Of m^ial, -IM ymi '<^1 it^ she hias euMgh, and 
<ff the qutility ybu hre thistabdu ; €herefere see 
het to-tti^iow. Sting her p^sde to tlie qui^; 
YxHtse h^ jettiouey, 'aAd if iSAie fails in Mit^i^ig: a 
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blow ^hich will satisfy me, why, with her assist- 
ance I can strike it myself. At all events, urge 
her to visit Mrs. Somers, for through Lady Win- 
low I can best gain access to the presence of 
her on whom I have soon to wreak my ven- 
geance." 

" And then ?" asked the accomplice. 

^* Her ladyship," he replied, ** does not suspect 
me of anything worse than love for one who is 
bound by what she calls sacred ties to a husband. 
She does not know of the hate — the indomitable 
hate that is burning in my breast since Florence 
first rejected me ; hate that is only second to my 
revenge. I told the white statue Louisa that I 
bore no malice towards her rival ; she beh'eves 
me^ and in my next interview I shall gain her 
promise." 

*^ Her promise for what — ^for what ?" 

^^ That when she is an inmate of the happ7 
home out yonder— which she will be if she has 
effrontery enough to brazen out this business of 
non-letter writing — ^well, I shall gain her promise 
to let me look once more, and in secret, upon the 
features she imagines I adore. Ha I ha I ha I it 
shall be the last look of mortal eyes upon that 
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lovely coontenancey for the next moment she 
will be a disfigured corpse beside me." 

**And you would murder her — murder Flor- 
ence Somers ?'' 

**Tes," hissed Pitzroy, with a bitter curse, 
** I will murder Florence Somers — so help me—** 

"Hush! enough,'* broke in the girl. "Oh! 
heaven, and am I to aid you in this cruel deed ? 
No— no— no ; it is too horrible even for me.** 

*^ Not so, tender one, when it is gilded with 
these,*' said the usurer, displaying a heap of gold, 
and clinking the coins together. 

The woman's eyes sparkled as she muttered — 

** But you cannot expect Lady Winlow to lend 
herself to so foul a deed." 

^' No ; for as I before told you she suspects it 
not ; she has her own object in visiting Mrs. 
Somers, which is to ingratiate herself into the 
fiftvour of the man she loves, and with no deeper 
intention than to exonerate herself in his eyes 
for what she imagines to be a former coldness. 
She then proposes to leave this country with her 
husband, never to see Somers more. It is enough, 
and I shall have gained my purpose.** 

H 6 
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^ And what ia ihe blow yon jnem to BtxikBy 
which is to EuSsfy 70a ?** 

•«Ihii IB my ■ecra^ Hub nMxapMB,** llB le- 
tnrnedy mockiiigly. 

^<Ba I «m I to be treated fdih imt half a con- 
fidMoe?" 

^ Yes^ if the other half be aomiBed up ee,'* he 
anairered, plaomga well ifiMed pone beCbie hm^ 

She gnuped it, laqfhing aa lAe did at^ and 
i^peaied to legsiQ her good hnmonr «hea ahe 
ftU ita weight; yet whoa Jitsroy departed aka 
emptied its contents upon tha tabie^ and wiQi • 
heaty aigh tomed tovaxda tha fiiew 
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CHAPtER Xm. 
Tmo WA0 «BBsr o» moB enu)BB? 

^^'Witli ■treetert tondhespieroe yonr misttefla^ ear, 
.And idtttw ha: hotne mik mono." 

ShakAspbarb. 

B^RBiaia? XHCHfePBOir igazed loog and vacaatly 
0t rtfae dfing fsotbers. Th&a taking the ^air 
Fitzroy had vacated, she placed her feet irpon the 
fender, taad iraMtin^ t&jam ahnoBt witheat a 
x&etian to ishow she #as alive* A cinder fEJlia^ 
in Aefiilenoe startled fa^r, atid with a auoaa like 
the C17 of .a weotided atiimAl toenght to baj by 
the hloddheond^, she tore o£f iiie lairaeelets wiiii 
which her arms were adorne4» taad looked scorn- 
faUlf at her 4ttken roba& 

^ Oh I" Bhe coLchuoed^ ^^ would tbat<thdse were 
oolttony mcfdli fthdt I "weiO' 'poor* Qapf^T) ha^y 
samtndB, when perfbsmed by aahooest heart and 
disar eDnflcietoeOk Gwried^oh, a thohiksaDd itimes 
corsed — is the £uteiy itiiat is bought .by a poor 
gitl's virtooy itohicdi^ coum lort, despair^ inusery, 
and oinsaU aloAO can rbe ber fortioiw What was 
I thani? A wttdfckif totaiA^ inothiiif tettar ithaa a 
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waiting maid ; yet oh I a very queen in honour, 
peace, and happiness. What am I now? his 
dupe, his tool, and, God help me, the most 
wretched of all earth's outcasts. Oh I for the 
cotton gowns, the white aprons, the pure heart, 
and the happy days of dependence — dependence 
— ^it seems a bitter word, yet I have never felt its 
bitterness, for she, my gentle mistress was all 
kindness to me and my mother — ^my sainted 
mother." - 

Harriet, fallen though she was, melted into 
tenderness at that most tender name ; it seemed 
to nerve her once again with a feeling of virtue, 
to give her strength for a bold effort, not to re- 
gain her lost position — that were impossible— but 
to do an act of justice. 

^^ And is the betrayer of my girlhood's inno- 
cence," she cried, ^* to triumph for ever in his 
wickedness. What I though I be his slave, and 
that his reproaches be heaped upon me, the con- 
sciousness of one good action shall make me 
strong to bear — ay, more than that." 

Dashing aside the tears called forth by the 
struggle of right and verong that was taking place 
within her, the girl moved closer to the window. 
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" Ah I*' she murmured, " how swiftly the 
evening shadows gather o'er the sky ; one dark 
dond, and gloom will follow ; one evil deed, and 
sorrow looms above onr lot for ever. Ten o'clock. 
Oh I for one hour of calm repose to brace my 
nerves for to-morrow." 

The nnhappy girl swept the coins and bracelets 
from the table, and thrust them out of sight,, 
then, without undressing, threw herself upon her 
bed, and endeavoured to sleep. 

The feeling of remorse that had haunted 
Harriet Thompson at night seemed to have 
vanished with the darkness, for she rose next 
morning, and dressing herself with unusual care^ 
adjusted her grey front in sleeker braids above her 
brow, then put on a bonnet and veil, neither of 
the most fashionable make or shape, and stood 
before the mirror. 

'^ The devil," she muttered, peering into the 
glass ; ** yes, I do look like one. No wonder he 
should say so ; but the devil's heart is turning, 
the devil will die out— die out I am to see her 
haughty ladyship before noon ; well it's time, and 
now for the by-play again that will tear up her 
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pside-^woiuid ^er t6 tbe qank) be said. Tt^s^ 
mj lady, 1 will do that, and jo^fidly/' 

<te.!naiDliing her kdjtthip^ vesideiied Hani<t, 
toiler mcteeme disapfjomtmeDt and ehagiSn, wav 
TDhend auto the presenoeof the Batonet fanaself ; 
howeyer, she took the laeat aidgiDed far lier 
acedptonee mtii wonderftil ppefiiezice of aund) and 
aaked gently ibr aa interriew with '^ithe lady <ef 
tiw hioase/* 

« I regret/* answeved Sir Winfired^. ^< ihat ;a8 
het \aiy8biff feelidg el^htly imdispofled, haa t^- 
Btatned in her apartaient, it b impoaeible ; if I 
can be m fiofaititfite, I sbaU be happy te tcatisaat 
any basiiMsa far my miidi/^ • 

^'I ihaiA 7^^/' i^JUed thieiirQittan^^ahnaag m 
peneii. and paper from Jmt retionle;. ^^bat as I 
■Mnaly icaUed io fee^pieat ihat Lady Wiolow wenld 
head by a small subscription a eharitable list 
which i hwe heve, I eao toall again. It' is.ftr the 
sagged aohool in thia dkixutty and asl ha^e eosi- 
tnbiiled to it aalargtel^ m v^ Umited jaeana will 
tSiaw^l toel asaared that^Qxeigr weH du^posediper'- 
aeoB wiU da Kkowieeb I ahall luit inriher. leaeioaidL 
upon yoor 4imo, wishing jMxa^ .aiF^ .a very good 
morning.'^ 
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iShe airose^ and 43ie .Baronet politely advaiMed 
io ^upeR <tiw ^Iflor^ ^hicli is doii^ lie coiUii¥ed to 
cafath faer ml with thebaiMUd^andiso dUans^fld 
it««i conipletely iso xmco^et iier featnras* 

^^ Faidon me^ madami" lie apologiaedj, '** I am 
exceedingly awkmusd." 

Bat eTen at be apok)B« the gaiae .got some way 
eatengled ki ike bnUon of liiB ea^j Aod by the 
sudden gMtare he made to refAaee it her bonnet 
wae jerked on ooe gide^ and the grey iocki along 
wt£h it, dating whictb oocmreii^ee Sir Winfred had 
oliescdjr exanined the features of hia Tdaitoi, and 
found that though bold they w^« femiaiae; 
ihar^ore, as he failed to disoover whiskers, or 
ai^ nther ai>trihate belost^ng to the- made genderi 
he assisted in arranging the lady's toilet amidst 
a taraeot of ^souses. 

^^ Fool that I <Ma/' he unatteredy as he watched 
her &om th^B wiadowi ^' fod. to let ag jaaloua 
faacifiSvgeit the .boUer of i^y reason. What would 
Loui say if she knew that I had taken that. 
WGkmaa £ot m dii^^poised gi^ntleman ? Yet the 
fijgnse ^as. of the sameheig^ or nearly so,.aj£bot 
lesa perhafib and the. fellow who dashed against 
me yesterdqf: iiad ^«s dark and pdercii^ like this 
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person's. What if it were really he, and that the 
monstache and whiskers of yesterday were but a 
sham ? I shall openly accuse Loni of her perfidy. 
I shall do so this moment. Yet no, poor girl, 
she looked so ill, so worn, and unhappy an hour 
ago. Let her rest — let her rest.*' 

^' This day is fine enough for a stroll upon the 
shore. Sir Winfred," said Louisa, entering as her 
husband came to the latter determination. 

He turned towards her with -a startled ex- 
pression, for all trace of her former indisposition 
had given place to the calm beauty for which he 
so admired her. 

" Yes, if you wish it, Loui ; but what elixir 
have you drank since to renew your good looks so 
soon ?*' 

^^ Were they so faded then ? A short nap has 
worked the charm. No, you surely go not out 
without your great coat. The air is sharp upon 
the strand, and you would catch cold without 
it*' 

" The better for you, my dear," he remarked, 
laughing, '^ if I caught a fatal one ; how lovely 
you would look in widow's weeds, riding in the 
golden chariot of the old man's wealth." 
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^^ May heayen forbid. Come, Winfred, for 
what between the dream of my death and jonr 
gallant speech of my widowhood the sooner we 
lure ont the better, or you will have me as nervous 
and superstitious as any old crone who was ever 
partial to a spice of gossip to flavour her cup of 
tea. Perhaps the sea air, of which you have so 
great a horror, is too much for you to tempt^ ev^i 
for me." 

*' Ah 1 Loui, would that I could prove by sur- 
rendering every wish of mine to your every whim 
the doting fondness of my heart.*' 

/^ Then put on this coat^ and as we were dis- 
appointed in our walk yesterday, let us go now to 
the shore.** 

He said nothing more, but blessed her in his 
secret heart, and vowed that nothing should 
again disturb his peace, as her quick fingers 
buttoned the garment to his very chin. 

The inclemency of the day before, if it had 
added moisture to the strand, not only refreshed 
the scene, but gave more beauty to all around, 
imparting an invigorating zest to eqjoyment^ 
calming the senses with an influence but little 
understood. The tide was full, yet the strand 
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lodkeA 4A«nfi&g m Ihe MtiBhinO) 'Mid erntt 'Sir 
Widfrcid eitimiised tikniielf pltd&sed "wixm ^6 
Imeae ftgftated iSh^ hxk <dn his templeS) fbr it wtn 
iv^1iB«L6W »efi8«tio>ii iid>f^ i^afiyre felt by faim^ 
jtAit "v^B mat ikit pMmpeet, tkragh lofaanahii^') 
Aiat (filled biB ami mVh bappy thoughts, tiMt 
gave boatrty to all lie looked tifxm $ it was -tiye 
kfiewlely^ that his wife had volunteered te eome 
back with him to London, that she W>tlld 
resign her own ^leasnt^e for ^hiti, wad ^ com- 
lbrtiA)le ttssnmuce that she was wilUtig to »xaike 
his home hers ; i^ was iMs tii^t gat«e tiew cSiarmi 
to Mfe, and ^spelled for the <ime the jealoirsies 
tiiat had long tortured him. 

Lady Winlow cast a rapid glance along tbd 
tftmnd, dreodittg, y^et longio^ ^to disoern the 
igamvf her new iao<{aaintam)e9 Letitifa Borai^ 
wfaOk^ howe^w, was nowhere to to sew, ^snid liitla 
could she itmagine that h^er httsband had reoeit^ 
a "visit from Iter ucrt; more than «ni how before ; 
he Ittd tK)t spoken of it, ftelmg a gmlty :Qon<- 
soimrsness of ik» evil snsptdons which had 
aotMted Mm in ^nnveiling the hidden fea^nires of 
the stranger, 

&ey «eated iflnemMflves ivpoa n ro^ md Sir 
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Winfitd drew from liiB {Micket a tolam^ ai 
poems, seleations from flie wereiA ^aibom of 
vorth or Ibshion) which seem equally balanced Iby 
aim scales of the present society^ He liad net 
read hmgy howQVer> when Loaisa'e uttention was 
diverted from the book io a litHe giid, erndeatly 
attttSing herself with what seemed to be eeme 
shining pebbles aod Algia She ^w^ui nmpljr 
dressed, and the little figitre, althongb taller^ 
foroiblj reminded Lady Winlow of her yoatkftil 
disier Lily; her heart beat fast at the tbotigtft^ 
bitt it wais calmed in a second, afber ehe had 
aiifced herself wh^re could be the snmiy looks th«t 
fell about her gitaceful form, Uike a veil of g^iA» 
K0| i/t could not be Lily ; jmd with a sigli tshe 
motioned her husband to resume his ireading. 

But «till her eyes followed the motions of the 
child, who, apparently weary of her fiDimer toys^ 
left them for the more .adyenturoue pleasure of 
bounding lightly from rook to rock, until die 
•had gained the fktthest poitit available ; then, 
taking off her hat, she abandoned Jieisdf to 
enjoyment. Louisa started when she saw the 
little head uncov er e d -^ Y^t, no,"^ sbe said 
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pointing to tlie child, ^^ they could not cat away 
the carls, else I could fancy it were Lily.** 

** Lily ; no, my dear, that is not probable ; so 
listen, for as I have heard you admire many 
deserving celebrities, yon will like this magni- 
ficept, but much too litkle known poem — 'Festus.* 
This passage has struck me most forcibly, from 
the depth and simplicity of its pathos.*' 

^' You forget that I am not fond of poetry, and if 
I have admired some authors in particular, it must 
have been because others have admired them too.** 

** You do yourself injustice, Loui, for every- 
thing that is refined and intellectual must be 
appreciated by a mind like yours.'* 

**You always give me more credit than I 
deserve — bat what is the passage to which you 
allude, and from whom? If from ^Festus/ 
spare me ; it is far above my reach." 

^* Be it so, then ; but here are a few lines 
inferior to none ever written.'* 

" And what are they from ?" 

'< Moore's « Light of the Harem.' ** 

Alas I how light a oaose may move 
DiBBensioa between hearts that love ! 
Hearts that the world in vain has tried. 
And sorrow bat more olosely tied. 
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That stood the storm when waves were rough, 

Yet in a sonny honr fall off. 

Like ships that have gone down at sea. 

When heaven was all tranqnillity ; 

A something light as air — a look, 

A work unkind, or wrongly taken ; 
Oh I lore that tempests never shook, 

A breath, a touch like this has shaken. 
And ruder words will soon rush in 
To spread the breach that words begin. 
And eyes forget the gentle ray 
They wore in coartship's smiling day ; 
And yoioee lose the tone that shed 
A tenderness round all they said ; 
Till fast declining one by one. 
The sweetnesses of love are gone. 
And hearts so lately mingled seen. 
That smiling left the mountain's brow. 

As though its waters ne'er could sever ; 
Tet ere it reach the plain below. 

Breaks into floods that part for ever. 

He continued to repeal the last line of the 
poem, until his wife's hand was laid upon his 
shoulder with a gentle pressure. 

''Dear Winfred, what do you mean; how 
your voice falters; who could fancy that you 
should be so aflfected by a piece of poetry ?'*- she 
fiaid. 

'^ It can find an echo in every heart Alas I 
how few there are who have not at one time or 
other suffered what Moore so tenderly describes, 

and who can — " 

'^ Hark I hark I " broke in Louisa, starting 



166 IiOYA. OB HATKBD. 



from thQ> BoiroBethi side, ^^^ that yoke ; l&ten to 
the child who k singing upCNOb that loak*.^ 

" Sweeter soundsi I haye neyqr beardi*' was his 
reply, as the sityer strains of a^ clear, JfQ^ing voice 
rose to the aeeompaniment of the rip^pling waves 
that played alemg tilie^ shore. 

^' It is she I It is lily I " cried Locufla, in a 
tone made nearly ioairtiiejalate' froza emotion, 
"now — ^now, while I have the courago., Now, 
Florence, we shalt meetr£^in.^ 

^^What is the matt^, love ^ ¥cra M-e like a 
ghost; surely the meetii^ of yootrsisliMhneednot 
thus worry you/' 

She did Qot answer, bat quickened her £oot^ 
steps towards the rock, on. which tibya little gjcl 
w^ standing like a sea nymph qut q£ hei: QiQ/vtal 
(^ves^ fer th)9 «otes which j3owed qpon. tba bi^e?^ 
were mAre^ lijke the invocatioa of a mystici spiait 
than the sound of human song, it was so wiU* 
aljJbough. ricjbi in, melodious harmMj. 

Frqitn stones tp. stoue,, and Qver tb^ dancing 
streamlets hounded the young wifC), leav»ing bw 
husband awe struck for her safety. ^%e boc^od 
fipm rocjk; to irock, until she. oestod toi recover 



breath a few paces from the unconscions girl^ be- 
fore she should make the last boand that would 
bring them side by side ; but at that moment the 
voice ceased^ and a ai(;x:eam oupceeded. Had the 
child fallen into the sea? Louisa, turning faint at 
the idea^ aliuth^ ^7^^^ ^i^ feared to* ^n them 
lest she should see the stniggieei of heip drowning 
little sister ; in an instant she recovered herself^ 
fovtbefpattei of tiny fe/at were I^Mfbeniji^ towards 
ker^ thidn a loM e^damatioiu. of je^y tQl4 tbM 
lily was at her sid^ 

^^ LMiy dear Loui^" oried. th^ Qhild^ throw^o^ 
herself ufira Ihfii bosoia ^ h^^ viator.. ^^ Qbi I: } 
am BO glad^ soi gbd Hmk jAfk ^re. CQim \mkeLgB^ 

to THk.^ 

A lingeritag fondness foe that love^^^ beii^ m^ 
locaed to IM heait of Lady Wii^w 9^ An 
received the passionate caresses beeped, ufxm 
hen 

** You love me still, my Lily, my sw^iQt ir^ 
LUy^^aod I «»ay f[0 %^ we^ yon. o^U^. oo:ee iv^otoe/' 
was her exdiamatiofik 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THS MKKIINCL 

"0I^ a new koEiiiaiit itzikeBluB Ibrae into ma ; 
When I bat think oo't, I am nflked and torn 
(FSty me) £a thy virtoea.'* 

IffPHfiWWMf. 

^' You must come to mother/* said Lilj Werter, 
gazing proudly on her step-sister, after the first 
transports of joy had subsided ; ^' she will be so 
happy to see you — as rejoiced as I am^ and my 
fiither^ that is Major Somers. And when we re- 
turn home so will grandpapa, and Aunt Bettie, 
and Uncle Travers. Why, you should haye a 
shield upon your lips, for they will be kissed 
until they are blistered by the troops of friends 
to welcome you.** 

** Is she — Mrs. — is your mother here, then ?'* 
said Louisa. 

Her ladyship was too well bred to blush, or one 
might have risen to her cheek at this implied 
fedsehood. 

" Truly she is, else why should I. You see 
the place yonder; we are here a week now* 
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Mamma was not strong, and papa brought her 
here ; we have Mrs. Fairfield, too. Wednesday 
— a week this very day ; we are going home to- 
morrow, so do come at once dear Loni, for if 
mother knew that I was delaying you here when 
you might have been with her a moment sooner, 
how vexed would she be ; but gracious me, who 
is that old gentleman. I do declare it is Sir 
Winfred, who I remember well now, because I 
like him." 

It was wonderful how young Lily seemed to 
have grown since her life in Gloucester Place ; 
she was fast becoming an old worn out little girl 
then, full of thoughtful anxiety for those around 
her ; but now she is the same light aud happy 
child that had gladdened Colonel Werter's heart 
at Lily mount. The spring of hope was living in 
her soul once more, and the natural joyousness 
of childhood was beautified by past suffering. 

As the excited child chattered on, they had 
reached the Baronet, who greeted her kindly, and 
seconded her proposal of going without delay to 
the hotel where Mrs. Somers and her family were 
staying* As they reached it, however, the cour- 

VOL. IIL I 
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age ^ Lady Wialoir had well migh IbfBakeD hor, 
foe doubting tke nature of her rec^tion, and ftel- 
ing goilt; of the gfosstat neglect toward her 
who- bad been the wife of her own father, she 
was about to ask Sir Winfred to retrace their 
steps for the present, when Florence^ Somers« 
radiant in. smiles, oanght her in her arms and 
kissed her ; she had wrung tha eager hand of the 
Baronet also before Louisa had a clear knowledge 
of what was passing in her view ; then, like one 
awaking £rom> a dveam, she heard EloFence say — 
^' Louisa, I am rejoiced to see you once xnom ; 
why did you not write, when you knew how 
anxious I was to bear of year welfare and happi- 



ness/' 



^' I did do so, and ofteo,^' replied her ladl^ship^ 
in a low voice^ as they ireaehed the drawing- 
room; ^^but my kttera w«ro returned Ima 
Woodbine: Cottage. I then directed them to 
Lilymount, hoping that Mra Fairfi^ would for- 
ward them to th^ proper destination, orsead 
me your address ; ' hot they were isetumed to tho 
dead letter ofBoe even firom there. ^^ 

Lady Winlow spoke falsely, but took cire pot 
to do so in her husband's hearing, and even to 
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0tte of amot^snspieioas nature than Mrs. Somert, 
iMt explanation wt^nJd have appeared sufficiently 
ftir. As Ella Fairfield's fligiit from Lilymount 
ba4 rendered the miscarriage of the arowed cor- 
respondence profcable, and willing to forget 
everything in her new found happiness, Florence 
<mt the matter short, and again embraced her 
false fiiend with a child's delight on the restora- 
tion of some^ treasured joy. 

** What truants you have been,*' she said, ** and 
we all wishing to have yon not long ago at Lin- 
eondoon amongst luf ; but now 1 shall make you 
both captives, and your jailors shall be — ** 

" You and I," chimed in a joyous voice, that 
vibrated through the heart of Lady Winlow, until 
ihe grew as pale as ashes. 

She saw Audley Somers, handsomer than ever, 
playfhlfy clasping the arm of his wife as he 
bowed to herself with a cordial smile. Mechani- 
cally she held out her hand, and f^lt it pressed m 
his for a moment ; the next, and it was reKn- 
qutsfaed with the carelessness of a common ac- 
quaintance. 

If she felt a doubt of his love for Florence, or 

1 2 
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a hope of it for herself, she might have been con- 
vinced by this reception that nothing deeper than 
a casnal friendship had ever been entertained by 
him for her ; bnt she was vain, and accustomed 
since her residence abroad to intrigaes of a tender 
nature. She believed that a careless exterior 
could cover feelings of a serious character, and 
acquitted him of any frivolity regarding what she 
imagined to be his former attachment. 

**How often," she thought, "have I been 
greeted thus by those whose passion I have 
spumed, while I almost despise myself for being 
the object of it." 

" Most gracious and respected Major," laughed 
Lily, stepping forward, " I had recommended a 
shield for those ruby lips, and low untasted 
sweets are still before you." 

** Which you would have me sip, saucy minx," 
returned the young man ; " but as my ears are 
in a close proximity to another tempter, I shall 
transfer the punishment to yourself." 

He caught the girl and kissed her fondly as he 
spoke, laughing at the struggles to free herself, 
and delighted in her assumed indignation. 

" You should be an actress, Lily," he added, 
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** for a countenance so expressive I have never 
seen." 

'* An actress/^ repeated Ladj Winlow ; " what 
a destiny for one whose heart is of a mould to be 
wrung by the caprice of others. The stage might 
do for those who are neither susceptible nor sensi- 
tive, but for a nature so highly wrought as Lily's, 
the grave were a better fate." 

** I agree with your ladyship, and only jested 
when I thus spoke." 

Audley drew the child upon his knee, and 
patted the short curls that clustered round her 
head. 

" Heaven forbid," he said, " that I should 
wish yon such a destiny, which^ even in its most 
promising condition, seldom brings happiness to 
its brightest stars. No, my sweet Lily ; but you 
shall marry and live like a princess in a fairy 
palace, waited upon by love, and only love, for a 
marriage without that — " He paused, for his 
eyes fell upon the grey locks of the Baronet, and 
unconsciously wandered from them to the youth- 
ful face of his lady, while the thought entered 
his mind that where there was such a disparity 
of years, that feeling could have but a small 
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share in their naptial hower ; so he wisely de- 
sisted from finishing the sentence, substitutlog 
the arch fiuggestiou that au ''Irish princei in a 
homely garb, would one day spirit away tbe&iry 
princess who now gladdened the hearta of all 
who came within her enchapted sphere.'^ 

Lily, knowing that this allusion was n^eant for 
William lindley, flashed crimson to the tops of 
her fingers, and half offended^ removed herself 
from his knee; bat the by*play between the 
young man and the child had removed a linger- 
ing restraint from the little party, and the con- 
versation fiowed fast and apparently without end^ 
until the Baronet, declaring the dinner would be 
cold, rose to depart. 

" Mercy," * cried Florence, " and here we hav« 
been chatting away^ while I forgot that you. had 
not taken off your bonnet What a creature I 
am 1 but Sir Winfred will pardon me, knowing 
that my forgetfulness arose from the pleasure of 
this meeting* I shall not plead an ei^cuse to you^ 
dear Louisa» for I know you feel as I do, and will 
i^ot blame me." 

^^ Then run off with her ladyship at once, prate 
box/' said Audley, '^ or she will refuse to remain. 



•* 
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I ublall tbke care Of Sit Winfir^d dntil your re- 
tarn. Tkere m the £l»t <iiiiiQer htll^ and I praj 
you hasten with your toilet, fot we gentlemen feel 
rather AH appetite opoa *&is hAppy termination 
of Lily's morning ramble." 

Powerless to resist^ Lady Winlow permitted 
herself to be led firom the drawiag*rootn to make 
the belt preparations dhe conld for dinner. 

^^ I shall not <^ange Iny dress/' said Florence, 
^^ becaolse you cannot be like Cinderella, arranged 
in splendoor by ma^c ; besides^ this ill rather a 
favourite one ^f Audley^iSi D^ar me, Louisa, now 
that you hAve retnoved your bonnet^ how beauti- 
fiU you look .; that moire robe is t&ore becoming 
tbaA &e ikiort delicate eyeuing oostum^. Your 
eyds are as bright m tjie diamoikdi of your neck- 
let^ abd yo«r cheeks hate ^ &inter oarftation than 
this rose which I shall fasten in your hair. Now, 
I 'Sup|>08e you ioan get On by yourself, so farewell 
for five tniauted.'' 

The unflfuspicious Woman tripped gaily from the 
presence of Lady Winlow, eiilging lightly as she 
webt 

Louisa leaned heavily ob the dre^sikig table, 
looking fixedly into the mirror before hei^ Could 
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she have seen her face with other eyes than her 
own, she would have turned in loathing from its 
refleotion, but she did not, she only saw herself 
more beautifal than Florenoe, and smiled in 
triumphant gladness. 

*^ Her happiness would drive me mad," she 
thought, while the vindictive expression on those 
perfect features grew more intense, ^' would spur 
me on, perhaps, to commit the crime of Fitzroy*s 
tempting ; but I know it will not last, the fool 
trusts her husband — how well he acts — my senses 
must have left me that night in the garden at 
Beechmount. I came too hastily to the conclu- 
sion that he did not love me, and a thousand 
times too hasty was I in accepting the hand and 
fortune of Sir Winfred. I was dazzled at the 
splendour of my lot, and lost my chance of hap- 
piness for ever.'* 

A footstep sounded in the corridors, and Lady 
Winlow turned from the table with a smile upon 
her lips, but the step passed on, and she seated 
herself calmly to think again — ^no one to look 
upon that placid countenance could believe the 
working of that stony heart 

'* I have matured my plan of action,'' she 
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muttered; ^^once an explanation takes place 
between us, he shall know me — not as the proud, 
oold girl, who once repelled him, but as the pas- 
sionate, adoring woman, who, even while she 
flees from him, leaves all her happiness in his 
keeping ; he must do jastice at least to the 
wretched being, whose love has been the jest and 
sport of strangers — 'tell her, if only once, it had 
not been entirely unsought ; she will bless and 
leave him then, never more to darken the happi- 
ness that yet will shed its choicest light around 
him — ^for man forgets, but woman never." 

Lady Winlow and Mrs. Somers chatted gaily 
as they walked towards the drawing-room, which 
they had scarcely entered when dinner was an- 
nounced. Louisa felt rather than saw Major 
Somers approaching her ; she took his arm and 
precedence to the dining-room with a strange 
mist before her eyes; Lily was privileged on this 
special occasion to follow up the rear. 

^^ You shall not be without an escort on Friday, 
little lady," said Audley, turning towards the 
child with a smile. 

'^ No, indeed, papa, because the boys will have 

I 5 



178 I^TB OB HATBSD. 

a holiday from sohooly and they shall be widi 

me." 

'' What a hypocrite riie is I" letarned Major 
Somen, now addressing Lady Winlow i ^^ sorely 
the attribute is bom in the sex. Pardon moy 
your ladyship ; of coarse there are exertions to 
every role-^but just mark that urchin ignoring 
the one thought of her mind, and simply saying 
that hei brothers shall be home from school^ 
knowing that William Lindley is to accompany 
them, and that it was to his society I referred.'' 

^^ Is not hypocrisy a great gift« and does it not 
often stand our friend in time of need P" 

The Baionet, who had overheard this remark, 
bent nearer to the Major's shoulder. 

^^ Loui has a passion for screening the pure 
gems of her disposition by the glitter of moffe 
showy ornaments. She hides her real good 
nature under the guise of worldly wisdom ; I 
suppose it is all caprice^^a pretty one enough to 
those who understand her heart, bat liable ta do 
her great injnstice in the opinion of those who do 
not Now, there she is praising hypoaiS|r; yet. 
she woal4 not adopt ity if it weie to place her 
upon the throne. of England." 
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Andl^ did bo* actdAlly tepij to thi» J-teiarld of 
Sir Winfred's^ bat» in a totie iaffioieiitly load foi* 
all to hear, said — 

^' The gif 1^ a6 yoii etil ity Lady Winlow^ id, I 
regret to say, common to us all — should your 
ladyship esicel in the artiole you «xW^ I 6h6uld 
lofie mf &ith in the worth of aU the beautifuL" 

Ibis oom|)limetlt^. spokea in light gallantry, 
Waa forgotten to 80<m a» trttet^d ; f&t the tumult 
of Louisa's heart ro86 t<» A painful intensity by 
it, although the placid. expression of her face was 
unchanged. She turned towards Lily, who was 
seated next her, remarking— 

" Why did they take away your beautiful 
curls P" but she was not prepared for the agitation 
that casual question called forth ; the child grew 
scarlet, and her eyes fell with a deprecatory expres- 
sion. Florence trembled, and a shade of sorrow 
passed over her face ; while Audley looked from 
one to the other, with a lip that quivered strangely 
under his thick moustache. Louisa saw that she 
had made a mistake^ and wisely took no further 
notice. 

** I regret that Mrs. Fairfield is unable to join 
us to-day,'' said Florence, more for the sake of 



w* 



^ T<iH-Mii ife nSBiw wiAv toIirTc 
Jtlb^ ip»ii «i8t aJcifiie this musndng^ in inr kenhk 
miA n^iiiUf hmt At i'ibm Imiim 51^ and^fooitlf 
MlwMuiMdL SbeiialMmt MioaiaiiticMlilfyaiid 
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CHAPTER XV. 



AN INVITATION AOOBPTED. 



" My heart aohes, and a drowsy nuinbiieflfl pains 
My sense, as though of hemlook I had drunk, 
Or emptied some doll opiate to the drains." 

KlATB. 



Dinner passed off, and the gentlemen had not 
long rejoined the ladies in the drawing-room, 
when a footman entered, and from the burnished 
salver, handed Major Somers a card. 

" Earl De Burg I" he read, in a tone of wonder, 
which was echoed in the same strain, not only by 
Florence, but by Lady Winlow. 

" Shall I first receive him in the coffee-room ?*^ 
asked Audley of his wife ; ^^ perhaps, in considera.- 
tion of past circumstances, I had better do so.** 

<^ By no means ; the Earl has done nothing but 
claim his right to the estate of my poor sister-in- 
law. Why should he not be received here? 
What a strange coincidence I — Louisa and Earl 
De Burg on the same day.'' 

The servant withdrew accordingly, and soon 
after the Earl entered. 
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He was a tall and exceedingly handsome man, 
yet of that peculiar appearance which commanded 
respect, rather than invited confidence ; his bright 
hazel eye and snow-white hair contrasted badly — 
the one was full of youth^s early ardour, the other 
showed that he had pasded life's prime, fi^ughty, 
yet courteous, and pdsfiessing' an easy g^aoe, like 
one long accustomed to society ; he soon made 
evety on^ fiiel at home, by i^pearing so hitM^lf, 
but an approach to familiarity would be ohecbdd 
at once by those lines about his thM lips, #hich 
denoted satire, and the austere bend of thid WdH- 
arched eyebrows wai also repellant* 

Mrs« Somers had never met the Earl beforo, in 
consequence of the separation between him and 
Lady De Butg {previous to her own Union with 
Colonel Werter. Bhe did not blame Mm fi^r 
taking possession of hi^ wife's jtfoperty, alihdagfc 
he did so without enquiring about the pMvistdn 
of his brother*in4aw's family^ and whi<jh, to do 
him jdstioe, be never altogether leai^ned, as 
Florsnc^ in har most pressing cii^cafiistandeB had 
not applied to him for assi»tanoe^ a r^stirai^t on 
whseh she now oongraCalated hdrselRr 

What the object of his ps6iie»t vii^it donld b6> 
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BhA w«B at a kii to coqednra H* laada it 
appeaty iadedd^ thai barings aniTed a fern hoina 
before in HastingB, and hearing of Major Somar^a 
Bojoom there^ be endmced theooeaaMm of odling 
to olaim a relationahip of which he was piood; 
bui Florenoe had learned aoaiothing of his dia* 
raeter through her long attadunent to Ladj Da 
Bnrgi and belierad that a deeper motire waa 
attached to hie preeenoe thera 

It waa ten o'clock when the Earl tookafrieodlj 
leare of all bat of Migor Somersi who had riaea 
to accompany him to the door* 

Ae they walked along the corridor^ to Andley*a 
Burprieei the nobleman drew him abniptly into a 
private apartment, and, after carefiilly looking 
about, looked the door, and then placed the key 
upon the table. 

<' We are alone^'' he wbiBpered, '^ be seated, for 
I have that to tell which most be aa yet for eata 
none other than yonnk" 

<^ What a Btrange fancy of Earl do Bozg to call 
on US,'' remarked Mrs. Somers, after the gentle*^ 
men had been some time gonOk ^' How did he 
know I wta marfcied again^ or whaVsndden interest 
can he have takte in as nofw ? '* 
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^^ Perhaps a will has been discovered, which 
after all proves Lily her aunt's heiress/' said Ladjr 
Winlow. 

Florence laughed at the suggestion, as she 
rejoined, ^^ Indeed, Louisa, you speak like an 
oracle ; more unlikely things have come to pass, 
and the romance of the occurrence would greatly 
enhance the value of the fortune to little Lily.*' 

An hour had passed, and Sir Winfred's eye 
wandered frequently to the clock, despite the in* 
teresting conversation of his companions ; he 
thought that his host was not acting very politely, 
and began to show symptoms of impatience, which 
vanished, however, the moment Audley entered, 
for his brow was serious and his cheek was pale. 

One glance was sufficient to show Florence that 
something unpleasant had taken place, and she 
flew to his side in alarm. 

*^ Why, trembler. One would fimcy that you saw 
a ghost instead of your husband ? " he laughed. 

^^You are so pale, and have been so long 
away." 

^^ Well, I am here again, now, so chase away 
those scared looks ; and do not be shocked, ladies, 
because the Baronet and I are going to brew a 
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tumbler of hot toddy; Bhockingly ynlgar, but 
much better than wine— he Bays so/' 

Sir Winfred coincided heartily in the Major's 
opinion^ and helped him out in the effort he was 
making to set the mind of Florence completely at 
rest regarding the Earl. 

^^ Then it is arranged/' said Mrs. Somers, re- 
suming a subject they had been discussing. ^^To-» 
morrow, Louisa, will be our last day in Hastings, 
for, as I have already told you, we return home 
by the evening train ; however, there is sufficient 
time for you to make preparations for accompany- 
ing us, is there not, Sir Winfred ? '^ 

^^ Quite sufficient, indeed ; and if Louisa accepts 
your kind invitation, nothing would give me 
greater pleasure than to be off with half the 
warning." . 

^^ That is settled, then, and Louisa I have 
such a host of delightful friends to introduce you 
to ; and to make it more pleasant still, Lady and 
Sir Gordon Travers are staying at Summerville 
with the young people. Her ladyship is one of 
the most fascinating women in the world, and Sir 
Gordon is such a favourite of the fair sex, that I 
shall forewarn Sir Winfred not to expose you too 
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madh to his captiTatiiig powft^8. Bettio TiAteni 
will charm yon not only with her beauty, Which 
yott hate already admiired^ bat with her frank, 
confiding natnre ; her ingenudaB trnthMness, and 
simple-hearted sincerity. Mns; iE^urfield yoa 
already know, or rather yoa do not know, although 
yon have so oft^i met hen She is now liying in 
an atmosphwe of affection^ and in her charmed 
circle at home, she is or bright ^ peonliar ston' 
Intellectual, she can adapt herself to dullness 
itself; musical) yet no one need be tiie wtset of 
her gift) who does not sympathize with it ; she is 
one, in a word, that the most fastidious must admire 
and respect/* 

^^ I f^r/' said Lady Winlow^ turning to Aud-^ 
ley, ^^ that /our sister has a rival in yoUr wife's 
friendship." 

'^ Yes ; for was she not kny oobipanion in this- 
fortune ; and even Audley ^ Who loves his sister 
most truly, does not blame me because Ella Fair- 
field holds the first place in that friendshipi" 

^' And VI hat ihiak yoU of her? " asked L4>uilia, 
still addressing the Migon 

^^ All that my wife does/' was his reply, in a 
tone so serious^ that both ladid^ looked up in str*' 
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piise» ^* Mrs. S'airfield ia as mack aa angol aa it 
is the natare of moctal to be ; she is one whose 
heroic love would sacdfice ^yierything for the 
object of it, her heart could never throb with a 
ihoi^ght of seliishaess ; and whom to shield from 
further sorrow would be one of the greatest pii« 
Yil£(g498 of mj exiBtence^'' . 

^' Why^ positively^ this grows omuiOus/' laughed 
her ladyship. ^^ I should be quite jealous were 
mj husband so to feel for any but myself." The 
Baronet^s eyes sparkled at this speech. 

'^ Florence understands me better. Mrs. Fair- 
field is her £riend| therefore she is mine. She 
was kind to her in adversity, which binds my 
gratitude to her now ; but if these causes wera 
removed, and she not the gentle being we both 
know her^ she is a suffering womaa^ therefbre 
claims the sympathy and protection of every 
honest heart."' 

Lady Winlow was beginning to feel the incon- 
venience of her own neglect of the happy wife^ 
who, at that instant, had raised her eyes with 
unutterable -pride and devotion to the noble coun- 
tenance of her youDg husband. 

^' How she must worship thatglorious creature/^ 
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thought the envious woman, clasping the hand of 
Florence, as she bade her good-night. 

"To-morrow, then," said Mrs. Somers, "you 
will return with us to Ivy Tower." 

Lady Winlow paused, for the fatal step that 
led to her wicked design could be even yet averted. 
One strain, painiul though it should be, and the 
chain which bound her to a sinful love could yet 
be snapped asunder. 

"No, not to-morrow," she replied, "but in 
three days we shall follow." 

The night was tranquil, and the moonlight 
glinted upon the rippling waves, as the Baronet 
and Lady Winlow retraced their steps along the 
silent shore to their hotel. 

"Loui," said Sir Winfred, stopping to look 
back upon the path they had just gone over, " is 
there anything so calm and holy as a moonlight 
night, reposing in the death-like silence of a 
living world — do not those silvery beams, stream* 
ing from their azure bed, remind us of something 
purer and brighter even than themselves, and does 
not each bubble, drifting upon those moving 
waters, typify our own existence, now glowing 
upon the stream of life in merry thoughtlessness, 
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yet swift as the breeze that breaks those airj 
globes, may not we, too, be swept into the unseen 
world— the space of great eternity P ** 

Lady Winlow replied not, bat gazing upon the 
lonely Bhore, pressed her hand upon her throbbing 
heart as though she breathed a silent prayer. 
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CHAPTER XYL 

'* S]peiid bat one honr in frowns, and I shall look 
Like to a beldam of one hundred yean." 

H1.KLOWB. 

Gravely, and in a better frame of mind than when 
she had set ont for a morning's ramble with the 
Baronet, Lady Winlow returned to their hoteL 
Bnt as they ascended the staircase leading to the 
sleeping apartments, they were met by a serrant, 
who, as she hnrried past, thmst a slip of paper 
into the hand of her mistress. Louisa, hiding it 
in her pocket, continued to accompany her husband 
as far as the chamber door, then suddenly stop- 
ping, she told him that she had forgotten her 
keys in the sitting-room, and unheeding his efforts 
to detain her for the purpose of going himself 
upon the errand, she waved her hand and fled 
away, 

A small lamp was burning on the table in the 
room, and holding the crumpled paper near it, 
she deciphered those strange lines : — 
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*' If you can be firm to the dignity of 
wemaohood^ meeit me td three o'clock toHoorvow, 
where yon discovered lily Werter thia Bigraing, 
and where we caxk be free from iDterraptioiB* Ob I 
that thifl enchanting Bfot should be so ran erer 
with the iotevlopeitt c^ wealth amd fashion^ 

*< YouM v^ry truly, 

"Letitia Hobaoe." 

^^ AkV^ tho^ht Lomimiy ^' where are now the 
good&^lingft that baift few qaomaats sinoe sjoQuied 
so strong within me. Oaica oi»i of the preaenoe 
ol my husband, I sun like a barque oasit out to sea 
Without a Fudder> et a hand to steet her-^et 
what am I thinking of? I, who to feel the lap- 
tara of such a look as AnHey bent this evening 
upoiB my rival, would da or dai^ anything on 
earth. Did I need theae miserable lines to foree 
me to msy destiny P ^x> ; th.eloveof this oid maD, 
kind and good as boi hasi ei^r been, caim nevwr 
satii^fy a heart like minei. Letitia Horace, yon 
can keepi your oounselsy for I Boedl them. bo(»«^ 
now to rest. Oh Ir the hell of marriage without 
love I while bound spirit and seul to one whom 
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I can never own. Cursed fate I Oh, crael| cursed 

fate I" 

She paced the floor muttering those last words 
aloud, and bit her lips until thej were stained 
with blood, then clasping her hands with a 
gesture of passionate impatience she turned to- 
wards the door for the purpose of retiring, when 
she was confronted by the haggard features of 
her husband. 

^' Loui/' he said, taking her hand and leading 
her from the room with the respect like that of a 
subject to a sovereigu^ ^^ poor darling, 70U are 
fatigued and need repose." 

She looked at him, and the devil in her heart 
was instantly curbed by the mute agony of his 
<x)unteDance. 

^' Sleep/' he next said, stopping at their 
chamber door ; ^^ sleep, Loui, and let no thought 
of the old man's love henceforth disturb your 
dreams. You are my wife, but the name alone 
shall be your future misery. Think not that I 
followed your footsteps for the purpose of open<* 
ing my blinded vision to the dark future of my 
lot For bitter is the accident that revealed to 
me the fatal mistake of your most fatal marriage. 
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But fear not that my devotion shall ever more 
intrude npon yon, and a divine mercy may soon 
release you from the ungenial tie. So cheer up, 
dear one, for He who reads my soul is witness to 
my avowal that to see you happy I could endure 
torture even worse than those you spoke of. 
Good-night, Loui. Think not of me, and may 
pure angels hover near your slumbers, while He, 
who alone has the power to save and guard, watch 
over you for ever.'* 

He wrung her hand as he closed the door, and 
again descended to the sitting-room ; going to the 
table and looking tenderly upon the seat he had 
last seen occupied by his wife, he murmured — 

^^ Shall I leave her, and hide from her sight 
the agony of my despair. No, no; to do so, 
would be exposing her to remark or censure. I 
will remain, and with all my humble power help 
and save her if I can/' 

He took a woollen shawl, which had a few 
moments previously fallen from the shoulders of 
Lady Winlow, and wrapping it round him with a 
sort of reverence, threw himself upon a couch to 
rest, but not to sleep. 

VOL. in. K 
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'* Oh I" he mnnnnied, '< what an age of mkecy 
oaa be condeDsed into the space of one short 
moment ; an hoar ago I was a prond and happy 
man^ while now-^Ood help me— what have I now 
to live for ?" 

The noble mind of the Barcmet reooiled fisom a 

single act of meanness^ and, although tortured by 

jealoasly, it did not proceed from a snspioious 

nature^ but arose from the half confidence his 

wife had given him at Florence. He woold not 

be gnilty of an ondae or dishonourable act to 

discover a secret, even if his fate depended upon 

the knowledge ; and when he had followed Louisa, 

distressed that she woold not allow him to fetch 

her keys, he had been arrested upon the thresh- 

hold of the little parlomr by the excited tones and 

extraordinary words of the two last sentences she 

had uttered, which were enough to show him in 

the light of a despised and hated husband. He 

attached blame to hima^ rather than to her for 

having fancied that the love of a proud yonng 

heart could ever be wott by him, yet his agony 

was not the less acate at the rending of those 

heart-strings, because they had twined themselves 

around an unworthly object. 
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Lady Winlow*, OTorwhelmecl with astonishment, 
an^ almost bewildered by the snddeness of her 
present position with her hasband, woaid not 
attempt to make the slightest oyertqi^ to him. 
Her pride was humbled, for he had as it were 
cast her from him^ and, steeling her heart with 
an unjast anger towards him^ she gave herself up 
to the evil passions of her nature. Love, jealousy, 
and envy had long struggled for mastery over 
her better feelings, but could that passionate 
woman truly have read her own heart, she would 
have known that glad of any pretext to find a 
fhult with her adoring husband, she was relieved 
at what she thought t^e hcurshness of his mannep, 
since it gave her an excuse for ofience and 
coldness. 

She did not keep the appointment next day 
which Letitia Horace had urged, but hastened the 
preparations fbr their visit to Ivy Tower. 

As Fitaroy treated Harriet with but a half 
confidence, so Louisa treated him^ and, each 
depending on their own sources of success, 
worked out their separate schemes but half 
indepeadent of each otdker. 
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'^ It is an hour past the appointed time'i' said 
Letitia or rather Harriet Thompson, as she paced 
to and fro npon the shore. ^' Foor o'clock and 
yet she appears not Oh, my poor mistress, if I 
cannot after all save you. Good heaven, what can 
keep Lady Winlow ; if she fails me, how am I to 
avert the murderoos hand from that innocent 
life 1'' 

Harriet, horrified at the contemplated mnrder 
of Mrs. Somers, was determined to frustrate 
Fitzroy in his fell purpose by revealing it to 
Lady Winlow^ who, she knew, was innocent of 
participating even* by a thought in the fearfril 
crime ; and to show her that his cunning, while 
working upon her jealousy, was but the opening 
of a passage to his own revenge. 

She knew nothing whatever of the letters 
which the usurer used to tempt Lady Winlow 
into his service, and which were in reality a for- 
gery of his own through her instrumentfdity, as 
the handwriting was copied from a short note of 
Major Somerd, which Harriet had long ago pil- 
fered from Louisa's workbox. 

Thompson paced the shore until twilight had 
deepened into night, then dejected and tired she 
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retamed to her lodgingSi where she was received 
hj her master. 

" How long you have been,*' he said, sharply ; 
** what makes you look so woe begone ?'* 

'^ It matters nothing. If I look as yon say, 
woe begone, it is because I feel so. You need 
not heed me." 

**What have we here? in what guise does 
beauty now appear ? A repentant Magdalen, or 
a wiley sorceress." 

"Neither; although you see before you a fallen 
woman, determined to use her little power 
against your mighty strength, and save from a 
fearful death one who has been kind to her." 

" You dare not," said he, clutching her arm 
until she. nearly shrieked with pain ; " you will 
not betray me, for if so that moment will be your 
last" 

" Mercy, have mercy ; villain, release my arm, 
or I will cry aloud for help." 

'* Promise not to betray me, and I will let you 
go, but not till then." 

" No ; what good would be the plighted word 
of a wretch like me. Release me, or I will alarm 
the place this instant." 
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<<Toa would not do mo an iojmyy HurietP'* 
he said, dropping her arm, and snlkiJ^ seating 
bimself by the fire. 

'*No, I would not injure you; but I would 
saTO the life of an innocent woman. Oh I what 
has she done that yon would murder her in eold 
blood ? Let her remain in peace, and if yoo can 
repent of another orime> have mercy upon your 
own soul." 

''Crime/' repeated the ustuoT) starting up 
and grappling desperately at her throat ; '^ what 
know you of another crime? Ppeak, ar by 
heaven FU kill you upon this spof 

<' I — I cannot— I snffocate-^loose your fingffs 
or I choke ?" 

He did so, and she oontinnedb 

'^ I know nothing, I said itat nandom ; IneTor 
accused you of anything — ^never — ^never.'' 

Ab Harriet spoke she moved slowly towards 
the door, and when the last word fell firom hmr 
Upe she darted through it, and was in the midst 
of the night shadows a minute after. Eitzroy 
followed, but she disappeared as if by magic ; he 
sought her in vain for hours upon the shore, and 
thinking she might seek the protection of Lady 
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Winlow, he watched beside her residence until 
the light streaks in the horizon heralded the ap- 
proach of morning. 

Bnt Harriet, instead of fleeing along the shore 
as he had imagined, fled into the dark passage of 
the next hoxne, end hid herself behind the 
partially open door, until she could escape with 
safety. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

A LAST SOKO AT SUPPER. 

" Dear friend, thoa art deceived. Oh bid my eool 
Lift up her intellectual eyee to heaTsn." 

DlCKXB. 

Major Som£rs^ declaring that he detected the 
roses fading from his wife's cheeks, had planned 
the trip to Hastings for her sake^ and although 
they had been scarcely one week from home they 
were greeted on their return with joy and fes- 
tivity. 

Old Mr. Somers was the first to meet them on 
the threshold of Ivy Tower, and having heartily 
kissed his daughter-in-law and Ella Fairfield, 
resigned them both to Lady Travers. The gen- 
tlemen, paragons of husbands as they were, loudly 
claimed the same privilege, and actually had the 
barbarity to enforce their lordly wills. 

Lily's reception was no way inferior to her 
mother's^ although it brought tears to her eyes ; 
but they were the happy .ones of gratified affec- 
tion. Three respectable servants, the modest 
number of Mr. Somers' household, stood respect- 
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fully in the rear to welcome home their kind 
mistress and their little favourite ; stepping for- 
ward when their time came for recognition to add 
their mite to the already fall happiness of the 
united family, for Ella, although the wife of the 
only enemy Florence possessed, was almost one 
of themselves, the intimacy which existed be- 
tween them was so close, while Sir Gordon and 
his lady seemed the natural protectors of all who 
enjoyed their friendship. 

^* What a time you have been in coming," re- 
marked Mr. Somers, throwing aside the costly 
velvets that a moment previously had been folded 
round Audley's wife. *• I positively prohibit a 
change of costume at this hour, and in virtue of 
my hunger, protest that you, Florence, having 
kept me so long without supper, must now pay 
the penalty by trampling on your vanity, and 
coming as you are to the adjoining room/' 

^' Which I shall rejoice at since it gives you 
pleasure," she replied, thrusting her arm through 
his, and looking upon him with unfeigned affec- 
tion. 

They crossed the hall, and found a supper so 

K 6 
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gmeefiilly spl^ti^Aid VbsA tke QoMci might have 
pattaketi of it, ftiitoe its duiste plenteoiniiefts WM 
seabotied by thoughMil love and devised hj 
trtitbftil devotien, old Mr. Somen having snpeN 
intended it himself. 

Supper is happily social, and ncfver was one 
more 'bo than that which 'welcomed FIoremse*ii 
leittm to h» peaceliil dwellitig. Tbe wit ef Lady 
Travers took its brilliattcy from her hxi8band>i 
good bamoar and bad pans; it was rather vnlgur 
of the Baronet to tedtd^ in pons at all, btit ex- 
cttsable tiow. 

Elia^s harp iras itt ixmstant reijttest, and lAfy*^ 
voice W1S& inspired by the feelinj^ that she pos- 
sessed the power of pleasing ivhere most ehe 
wished to ^ so. 

George Traveroand Major Somers, fbrgetting 
their dignity as newly fledged benedicts, grew ee 
hilarious in theb' milth, fihat bwh might have 
been take^i for overgrefwn schooHx^ i while 
Fteifenee and Bet^, instead 'df Yemfon8<»i!ting, 
like Senetible 'Women «nd discreet matK>B8, 
laughed and enjoyed the merriment as heartSy 

as Lii;^ imtSl their veiy inirtSi *was semetrfiat 
checked by Mr. Sdmers, who, looking seriously on 
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mrj fw^ ibef&ro hms hi$ ejm dim with th^ dew 
of memoTff aad allowing hi* gam to se^t longer 
upon his daughter thau «njr of the others, 
Dose Attd laid bis widfikled bands opou tiie table. 

^^ Battle," he said, ^' i^ujd jtw like tp bear 
Tonr lold ja^«r agaio fling before his v^pice imaj 
b« dialled for erer, or rais^ in pong of otenud 
pnaiae in a bri^ter wocld; and Oed knows that 
ne^er was old iman's heart 00 sweeny tied to «arth 
9M mine, for aa I iook aroimd upon those beaioi- 
iDig faoes lore^t^ .and which « iiuinute aince ware 
radiant with jojrons innoKsence, J cannot but bless 
God that my .tatteiwg footst^n ana thus attended 
te the brimk of .a gtme Ukai bM neither teisror nor 
dsokness before me." 

After a minute's pause, as though his mind 
waa tiravelUng baolcwaipd^ las his next wwKrds 
showed, he added-^ 

^ TSow^ as I fecdc upon jiouiall, dear imd £uni- 
liar .friends tis jou ttre, I ean :tnJBs 09a dearer and 
moreifaamiu^ rfoce, .althnugh I have :not jeen its 
well-remembered lineaments for alstQen years ; 
it is your moth^r'a I .mjaay jLndl^^ and blessed 
be Ctod I do ISO, since it AhaJJ he the first to wel- 
come me in Farai^e. " 
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Again the old man looked upon his daughter, 
and seeing a tear glistening in her eye, he con- 
tinued in a more cheerful tone — 

^^ My Rettie, there is no cause for sorrow ; it 
may be long before I leave yon yet Where are 
the smiles that a moment since were dimpling 
each rosy lip before me 9 Call the truants back, 
fair ladies, for your smiles are ever as beacon 
lights of love and happiness. I should wither 
and collapse without their sunshine. How then 
shall I sing my song if you deny their sweet en- 
couragement? Ha! there is one hovering upon 
the lips of Florence, like a mischievous arrow, 
ready to be shot from the bow of Oupid: it 
should not tempt me long were I in Audley^s 
place." 

The arch suggestion was quickly taken advan- 
tage of by his son, and Mr. Somers sat down amid 
hearty applause, which only subsided when he 
began his song ; then all was silent, and the old 
man's voice arose with touching feintness as he 
began the familiar lines — 

" Oft in the sfciUy nigh V Ac 

Each word was rendered with vivid distinct- 
ness and feeling, as though memory added as' 
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much pathos to his voice as it did to the song it- 
self. 

Andley^ who had not heard his father sing since 
he had been a child, was affected with prophetic 
sadness, and Bettie listened to the end with en* 
tranced astonishment ; then rising, and clasping 
her arms ronnd his neck, she mnrmored — 

^^ Bless you, my dear &ther; Gfod bless and 
spare yon to us.'^ 

It was the last song that ever passed the old 
man's lips, and was treasured in the hearts Of his 
children through every change of years, with a 
sweet sacredness, and a tender reminiscence of 
that happy night; for when, indeed, his lips were 
hushed in death, and nothing remained of old 
Mr. Somers but the remembrance of his undying 
virtues, there still lingered an echo of that plain- 
tive melody in their purest affection and rever- 
ence. 

The pale cheeks of Lily first reminded the 
happy party of the lateness of the hour, and as 
the little girl was sent to bed with kisses and 
good nights, all took a fond leave but Mrs. 
Fairfield and Mr. Somers. The latter^ for 
whom a little bedroom had been prepared 
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when Fl<nreaoe*s new hxyme had been fizrniibcd, 
and which was specially comfortable to nighty 
ft?, al4il!i0agh the weather was waniu a fire 
blffised in the grate and cast its TeAection •over the 
carpet Mr. Somers, pleased at hn daaghtor-tn- 
law's i^^ood taste, looked around die -room in 
approval 1 &m sank Qponini easy chair fcesMe 
the cheerftil blaze, not to dose, but ho think, -antil 
his meditations were interrupted by a rasUing 
nciise near the crimson window tapestry, and 
StGirting lound, he leurieed, ^ Wi^ is there P Osn 
a hflmd be raised to cot down the ripemng grain 
before the master is willing to piaee it in the 
garner.'^ 

A slight sigh answered his appeal, as lily 
Werter pushed aside tdue tcnrtains md bent her 
head mpott his kwee. 

-^ Skirgitve mo, itie," she mnrmured 3 *^ fi>r I 
could not sleep until I had asked your blessing." 

^^ Ah J lily Welter,^ said he, ^ lehat igood tean 
came from the Ueseing of m siaM nunstal like 
mBi? Imt es you 'are here, let «s head the kmce to 
Ham who alone can send itto ms/' 

'Ehey kiifellt,^hile the fresh yomng vmee Uonded 
nveto<lkmdy with the lower tenes of la^, and wte 
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thiae BAid listusfi) fer what other power ^onld 
make the countenance of the old man and t)f the 
chiM fio ftill of the g\^ of a iiiighbf triampb ? 

^'Oood nighty now, dear garaolpapa/' «atd 
Lily ^ *^ f&vL fiitist forgm tne for «teaiittg firmn 
my room thus." 

Atid (^ iniio^nt girl glattced «t the l&ilk of 
htft e&owy i^ightgown, Wkitsh was, howt^ver, cape* 
fuHy '(0dV^ed by her HMMftiei^s cloftk, that 'almost 
tcipped Iver as «he Milked. 

<^ A little charffife^ vti a&y <oo^tRne," saftd Mr» 
Somers. '^ I cannot regret your coming since we 
both look the happier of it ; but good night now, 
dear ; you might catch cold." 

'^ It is you who are the charmer," she replied, 
'^ and who beguiled me thither ; but I do not 
regret this midnight ramble either, for now I 
shall sleep soundly until morning, and so will you, 
dearest grandpapa." 

She disappeared, and Mr. Somers seated him- 
self again by the fire. 

** She is a precocious child,'* said he ; " one 
who seems almost too pure for earth-^perhaps 
destined for an early grave. I tbank Heaven 
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that my Bettie was never like her, else I should 
tremble now for the happiness of Gtooige 
Travers/' 

^^ Dear grandpapa," thought Lily, as she closed 
her eyes in sleep« ^' your song still haunts me ; 
it was very like your dirge. So strange it is to 
hear an old man sing." 

But the mortal eyes of age and youth had 
failed to raise the veil which hid the omnipotence 
of Pi'ovidencei for the family at Ivy Tower as- 
sembled at the breakfast table next morning 
glowing in health and happiness. 
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CHAPTER XVIIT. 



IVY TOWER. 



" Thrice happy days they were, and too soon gone, 
When as the heart was coupled frith the tongtiB : 
And no deoeitAil flattery." 

COOKI. 



Iyt Tower was launched into an nnasnal state 
of bustle during the process of preparing for the 
expected visitors^ and for the auspicious morning 
of Lady and Sir Winfred Winlow's arrival. Mr* 
Somers superintended Lily while she arranged 
flowers in numerous crystal vases with an artist's 
eye, as she blended their hues with dexterous 
skill, until they glowed in perfect contrasts and 
in simple beauty. 

They were constant companions, this old man 
and child ; and as they hovered about, it would 
be difficult to say which was the happier They 
might almost have been taken for May and 
December ; but that while the furrows of time 
seared his face, and the frost of age was upon his 
head, he had none of the chilling coldness of 
mid-winter, for a more genial, merry gentleman 
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iirmdo^, ftot to w«tch for Sir Winfred and Lady 
Winlow, for they had already arrived and had 
joBt gone to theit dressing'-rooms, neither was it 
to catch tfa© first glimpse of her brothers, for thdy 
were iniBtalled tw^o luotirs ago> and sb« oonld 
diseem tbeir cheerful ToiceB from an adjoining 
room in a loud dificnscdon upon the merite and 
demerits of a fbwling^pieoe they b^ ponnced 
upon irith the eager ^curiosity of boys for all such 
weapons. She stood by the window n<ot to watch 
for any one, but to hide the tears of disappoint- 
ment iki$t dimmed her loring eyes as they rested 
upon a bed of roses in the ktwn* 

William Lindley had not come after all, and 
her beart was too email to contain the grief that 
lay upon it, for do what she would it found vent 
in tfae silent drops that fell and erumpled the 
frills of her pretty dress. 

Mi& Vairfield saw the struggle tliat was going 
oil in the breast of her favourite, »nd wisely beld 
her peace, for to have offered a word of eympathy 
would be to open the IQoodgates of that ohildish 
grief. Suddetily Lily staited from the wkidow 
with a sharp ory, and fella flew to hersido% 



212 LOVB OB HATRED. 

'^ My dear/' she said, ^^ what has happened 
to you?" 

^^A — a spider/' stammered Lily, taming as 
white as the petals of her namesake blossoms. 

^^I do not see it/' replied Mrs. Fairfield, 
smiling at what she thoaght to be the child's 
ridicalons antipathy to sach insects. 

lily glanced quickly around the room, then 
clasping her hand tightly upon the arm of her 
friend, whispered hoarsely, *^ Don't let mother 
know. I — I am after seeing Mr. Fitzroy." 

^^ Oh ! say it not," returned Ella, in the same 
husky tones, *^ I cannot believe it ; it could not 
be he." 

^' It was. Ah I think you that I have not 
reason to remember that hateful man ; how he 
persecuted mother, and now he comes to destroy 
her happiness once more." 

« Thank GtodV exclaimed Mrs. Fairfield, 
turning towards the window again, ^^ look^ I 
knew you were mistaken." 

Lily glanced quickly to the spot indicated, and 
the fear that a moment before had blanched her 
cheeks, was replaced by a radiant blush of jojr 
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for the noble figure of William Lindley came 
briskly up the lawD^ and he was at her side 
almost before she could recover her composure. 

"Lilyl" 

^^ William/' and the eager hands were clasped, 
as the trembling lips pronounced the simple 
welcome. 

Young Lindley was known to Mrs. Fairfield 
but by name, and as she now saw him for the 
first time, she understood why her little favourite 
preferred him to her brothers — his glad, hopeful 
face was frank in its classic beauty, the dark, full 
eyes beamed with thought and kindness; the 
black hair curled round an intellectual forehead, 

and the tall, straight statue was replete with a 
noble bearing ; while a humble consciousness of 
worth gave a lofty, yet gentle dignity to his 
courteous manners. 

^< I once saw as handsome a face before, and 
that was Edmond's," thought Ella, ^' but a being 
so calculated, not only to inspire, but to retain 
the respect and love of a pure heart, I have never 
fleen as this young gentleman." 

" How late you are," remarked Lily. " I had 
quite given you up." 
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^^ Given me up/' repeated William, sad the 
ooxnmon place phrase took « new a^iflosiifie 
firom the mellow depth of his Toieei» ^^ I was im- 
avoidably detained, yet am not two hoars behind 
my time, which, oonaidering sea and land 
travelling, is not mach*"' 

'^ Those two hoars," said Ella, mischi9Foaal)r, 
** were ten to Lily." 

The blood flowed afresh to tibue obeeks of the 
girl, and perhaps it was their reflection that dyed 
those of the boy's with the same hufu 

^^ Steam, however swift," he replied, ^^ is nomsh 
times tardy when compared to our impatien^d." 

Florence had entered with Lady Winlow, snd 
he was welcomed by a gracious receptioa from 
both. Sir Winfred and AudLey, who wete 
looking at some s^ricultoral implements upon 
the grounds, hastened indoors the moment thfty 
heard of his arrival The Baronet, who had been 
warmly attracted towards William upon thetr fimt 
introduction, now greeted him witih a pleasure 
rarely experienced, that of one noble natoxe re- 
cognizing a kindred spirit in the other ; and 
young Lindley^ whose respectful Bdmiration had 
before been kindled towards Sir Winfred, mm 
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much gratified by the rnanDer in which he was 
received. 

Scarcely had he turned Irom the Baronet, 
when his hand was caught as if in a vice, and 
wrung with a good will that bade fair to dislocate 
his finger joints ; while the bold, handsome face 
of Charley met his with an expression of frank 
pleasure. "Why, Willie, how tall you have 
grown," cried the boy, his eye wandering over 
the fine figure of his ex-school mate with pride 
and admiration. 

^'Not more so in comparison than yourself, 
considering how much longer I have lived in the 
woiM ; and here is Bamber, looking roguish and 
sly as ever." He welcomed the younger boy 
with a greater cordiality than Ihe elder. 

Audley contemplated the youthful group be- 
fore him, and thought that fairer promises of 
manhood neve r appeared before them in the 
countenances of all. 

Lindley, the eldest by some years, was certainly 
the most noble looking, but the faces of his own 
step-sons, if they lost in intelligenee, certainly 
gained in beauty by the contrast ; for Charley's 
impudent brown eyes and saucy curls, that would 
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fall over a broad^ white forehead, despite the im- 
patient jerk of the proud head to keep them 
back, and the careless frankness of his manner, 
imparted a brilliancy to his whole appearance that 
was, perhaps, more attractive than the haughtier 
bearing of the boy-gentleman. And Bamber, 
whose deep blue eyes, chestnut hair, and chiselled 
features were bright with the glow of health, and 
whose coaxing manners won every heart before 
him, was, in Audley*s eyes, the handsomest of 
the three. 

^'Come, lads, bring Master Lindley to his 
room," said the Major. " There you keep him 
with that heavy rug over his arm, and never 
think he must be weary after his voyage; at 
all events, I hope he is hungry^ for the hospitality 
of Ivy Tower." 

William did not appear to notice the fragrant 
flowers on his dressing table until he had got rid 
of his companions ; he then examined them, as 
though he expected that the breathings of Lily's 
heart had bedewed their velvety petals. 

" She gathered these for me," he mused, 
pressing his lips upon the flowers as timidly as 
though the kiss were desecration. " What a 
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sweet fairy that sister of mine is becoming, 
lovelier even with the short, coquettish curls 
than with the graceful ringlets of the past. How 
vexed at my delay she was ; however, Charley 
says we are to have a cricket match upon the 
lawn after luncheon, and that Lily, who is a pro- 
fessed hand, will also join us ; then we shall have 
ample opportunity to be friends again." 

The boy's happy dreams were intruded upon by 
a bitter thought, for a cloud passed over his brow 
as he slowly added — 

^^ Ah! If she but knew that I had been prowl- 
ing about here for nearly the last two hours, 
following upon the footsteps of Fitzroy. I fear 
he is bent upon some further mischief; yet, what 
can he accomplish now, surrounded, as Mrs. 
Somers is, by protecting love; let him sneak 
about as much as he pleases, since his villainy is 
now discovered. I will not mention his name to 
Lily, who is too joung to understand much about 
that which caused her mother so much sorrow — 
slander ; but let me see, how old is fairy now — 
eleven, only eleven, and I am fully six years her 

senior ; what a little child she is." 
VOL. ni. L 
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Yet, from the appearance of the boj-geatle- 
jBaa, a stranger would be indiDcd to fancj ^ot 
he was fully twenty ; for although the down upon 
his Up had scarcely darkened, he was poor, had 
been reared in the midst of a struggling aristo- 
cracy, and the depth of thought that hovered 
almost like a shadow over his finefeatures, lent a 
grave expression to his earnest eyes^ and made 
him seem older than he really was. 

Those who are only casual observers seldom 
learn to read the human heart, and judging from 
the exterior, believe what meets the eye to be 
reality ; but Sir Winfred Winlow had dived be-r 
low society's wave, and found priceless pearls 
buried in its yellow sands. Recognizii\g a kin- 
dred spirit in young Lindley, he trusted as firmly 
in the boy's integrity as if he had known him a 
lifetime ; his heart rested upon the truth of that 
youthful soul as securely as the dove when it 
conveyed the branch of peace to Noah's ark. 

Do we not gaze with a strai^ge interest on 
those whom we know to have keenly suffered, and 
often wonder how little past grief can mar the 
effect of present happiness. It was so with 
Florence, and no one to look upon her joyous face 
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emild believe that ift h&d igoue through l^tribto 
8Mti^8 "of "bitter grief and lan^ety* 

^e past i^affmng enhanced her present set^ne 
joyy and centred as sbe "was in a new world of 
liappitiefls^ she Mt qinpremely grateful for it 
Married first in her sixteenth year to a widowier, 
whose daoghter^ by a former bvarriage, wos within 
two months >of being her own age, and who 
jhiourly ireniindad liier (faring liho developffluent of 
hor wotnazily instimots that her own fancy^ rather 
thafn her hearty had pronnpted her to ^xscept the 
proposal of ihe brilliaiit Oolooifel Wertei; finally 
she was bappy; «ad altbongh sarronnded by 
adnilfftioms that might imve vhs^evi the disoretieii 
of an older head, the conduct of Florence re^ 
naakfed nnimpeaebaibte ; while those whose atten- 
tions she appeared tomisunderfirtand esteeu^d and 
bved her ail the better fer tiM dignity of iier 
rectitoide. 

Major Somiers was the first who teally voad'e an 
impiiessaii on her hearty and whien the ecstaey tf 
feeling hemelf beloved by him had somewhat 
t^npered down mto the ^et ha^ppinese of a 
loving wife, with vyery thought «o engrossed by 
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her young husband, that Fitzroy was almost for- 
gotten, or if remembered, it was to believe that, 
protected as she was, he had ceased to think of 
her existence. And fancying herself secure in 
the heart of her peaceful home, she dreaded no 
further eril from him. 

The cricket match took place, as predicted by 
Charley, and Lily came off victorious, not only 
in winning several games, but in bending the 
pride of William Lindley, who taking umbrage 
at her assumed indifiference when he sought to 
make his peace, had shrunk into a reserved cold- 
ness, which being met in the same spirit by the 
little lady, he was soon glad to pet and coax her 
out of. 

All were merry at Ivy Tower on this day of so 
many arrivals, and the unexpected, though not 
less welcome appearance of Frederick Norcott 
added to the happiness. There did not seem to 
be a grief-skeleton lurking in the heart of any 
one present, because smiles were wreathing plea* 
santly upon each lip. No one heard the bones of 
that same skeleton rattling in the bosom of Sir 
Winfred, or saw the lantern jaws open to devour 
the envious heart of Lady Winlow, or its flesh- 
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less fingers togging at the conscience of the 
miserable Frederick. Yes, all were merry at Ivy 
Tower. 

The sumptaoos family dinner passed off gaily, 
the musical evening after tea, and the friendly 
good-nights that were accompanied by the laugh- 
ing nod ; and each separated in the anticipation 
not only of a pleasant boating party for to- 
morrow, but of several other such-like engage- 
ments. 

Surely the slumbers of each individual at Ivy 
Tower would have been disturbed that night if 
they could have seen what was passing in the 
lawn not two hours after midnight, and scarcely 
ten perches from the house ; it was the form of 
Lady Winlow unmistakably, although enveloped 
in a long cloak, and the no less unmistakable 
figure of Mr. Fitzroy habited in like manner. 
They were in close and earnest conversation. 
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CHAFTEB SIX. 
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" WiM H a liiiiM or > wKagiTrwimf 



Nsxr monuD^ the Wight aon of hrlmy Jiuue fell 
foE qpoD the gey perty thet tripped lightlf over 
the Yerdant lawn and thiongh the shad; treee 
near Ivy Tourer. 

Sloienoe and the Baronet walked aomewhot 
in adTanc^ Bettie and Sir Gordoa gaily chattod 
deea i^n their footsteps^ Ladfy Travels^ EUa^ 
and Geoige, fimned a gnwp to themadTeQ^ vUle 
Frederick KfMnxitt moodily took a short out to the 
rirer; William and Lify loiteong on the way to 
eiiU daisies with which to deeorate lily's pietty 
hat; Charl^ and Bamher darted like Utds firom 
tree to tree, catching a word of oonTersation firom 
eyery one that passed, and londly laughing at the 
nonsense they made ont of it. Last of aU came 
Lady Winlow and Major Somers. 

Never before did Louisa look so handsome, and 
if Audley were vain he might haye exulted in 







LOTE OB HATBED. 223 

the gknces that beamed apOB Wm from thoee 
lustrous eyes, and th» tone of her tefider voice. 

'^ Yes/^ he said^ pesvfamg their conversation, 
-^ I partly agvee with 70U that flowers may be 
Qsed as a langua^ of the heart, but only whem 
Ae lips have locrt their eloquence, or perfaap* 
where one is not certain of reciprocal affection ; 
bat they are often resorted to in coquetry. How- 
ever, I do not agree with you that flowers should 
be preserved' in the oases yoo* have mentioned, for 
BO man who tmly loves would take it as an act 
ef carelessness* upon the lady^d part if she threw 
away a flower when withered that he had given 
her. SuFely she is not bound to preserve every 
bouquet he thinks fit to oflfer ; why her roomer 
would be a mere litter of dead leaves." 

Lady Winlow shook her head incredulously as 
her eyes wandered to a drooping rose fastened in 
her bosom by a diamond studded brooch. 

Audley's ingenuous fitce flushed crimson as he 
followed her gaze, for he recognised a rose he had 
laughingly presented to heron the previous even- 
litig ; his eye flew firom it to her fhce, but no trace 
of colour revealed her meaning, and he thought 
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Rscai It ibe s^Tmr^:^ cxrccBaem of ki» 
pi^c.*$ &oe. A fiem £?r feesKd m ker ejtB, 
acii ba'^is v^ere CHn<ed whk a baser anile. 

•*Sicf^'" Ae cxxd; **if die wzZ obSt jme 
&€B fir thsEr bkccu it Y«xe m rfir to 
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for mj afce mswdl^^ sud 
Lp, Lasdh- Ivedking die stems asd ami^gii^ 
tben i:iu>a boogneL 

^ GiTe them to me« Andlej,^ cried Louisa, as 
Iier Luyl restied 19011 Ids vitb a goitle prassoie. 

AstcnidaDent Ud lum poveriem to lesis^ 
and lie idesaed tliem, m mmurin g^ in a 
fill 
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« Lady Winlow 1" 

Her eye met his, and he noted that she was 
paler than usual ; but no other sign indicated the 
fearftil venture she had made ; and the overture 
of a proud woman to one she loved remained 
concealed beneath the cloak of friendship. 

*' You have such a love of flowers," he said, 
*^ that you grudge them to one who perhaps does 
not value them so highly; but you mistake 
Florence, whose kind nature enables her to un- 
derstand the most romantic child that ever sim- 
pered in three quarter dresses in her mamma's 
drawing-room." 

^^ You are satirical; but if Mrs. Somers should 
really like flowers so much, pray take them to 
her." 

She returned the bouquet, and Audley held it 
tremulously in his hand before he again spoke. 

** If you wish these," holding it for her ac- 
ceptance, '^ I can gather more for her ; but who 
could fancy that the cold Lady Winlow would 
ever value so trifling a token of love or friend- 
ship?" 

They were startled by the blustering voice of 

L 5 
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Sir Gordon, roaring at the top «f hiM Iwagu for 
tkain to hasten Ml, as two boats bad abaady^ stvted. 

* if agreeable to yoe had we aot betbwqucksQ 
our pace?'' said Audlegr, bowing to oonoeal the 
Tearad expresskm of his featues. 

** YeSy eertainly ; it was ridieBloiis ef vs to 
loter tkas with those flowcretSi ci which I cer- 
taiBly shall no4 depn^e jamt wi&^" 

Thej hastened on without ottering anolhsr 
word, until thqr stood ea the bank of the lircr* 
Andley, accusing has iTWitty for misooBstnttiig Ab 
inMcenoe of Lady Winlow, and she befieviDg 
that respect for their relative positions aknie had 
held him silent npon a subject on which he dare 
not be eloquent* 

. The foremost boats had got out of sight, sad 
Sir Gkxrdony always a bad oaromasi, aitlun^h 
doing his best to pull evenly with Major Somscs, 
jerked and swayed the fragile nessel nntilBamber 
deekring tinqr shoold capoiBSy qknag to his vbBspm 
&ther in alana. 

u If yon ^riii allsw B0, sir/' said William^ wb^ 
peating an offer he had already made ; ^' I am 
accustomed to lesp, and will giadly veiiere yon of 
your arduous task.*' 
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^' Ko, my ted» H^p GM, I will get iut» it bf - 
ai^i-lijey^ replied the Baranet^ making a ft^ke 
stic^e that knoeked the boat against a rock awk* 
waTdlJf gitoated midway m the river, and which 
Audley endeavoured to avoid. It tamed the 
oHier edge on a level w!th the water, and Lily, 
w1k» rose tp take Bamber beside her, was pre- 
cipitated into the stream. 

Audley leaped A«em the side of Lady Winlow 
to rescue her, but was held ba^ by a strong 
gfasp^ and tnrning he saw the white face of Louisa 
looking at him, not only in silent fear, but with 
a feeling he waa unwilKng to interpret Wrench- 
ing his hand' from her he would ha^e leaped into 
the river, had not Lily's arms now detuned him, 
fot she had soarcelf been everbalanoed when 
Lmdfey had drawn he^ back int^ the boat without 
finding it necessary to leavo it himself, and sa 
slightly bad she been lm«ers.ed tlial little more 
than her cloak and hat were l^oroughly wet. 

^ My poor d:af ling,'* said AuAey, kissing the 
little girl repeatedly ; " there is no danger, the 
river, you see, was not deep^ and even if it were 
you shonld not drown, for at (tie risk of our lives 
we would save you. Boft iMs ciwkwaid upcideAt 
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will spoil your day's pleasnie, since yoa most go 
home withont delay to take off these dripping 
clothes. William and I will accompany yao^ 
and another day a pio-nic will make ns forget all 
this." 

William, who took Andley*s oar, rowed back 
while he was speaking, and he now leaped upon 
the bank, saying — 

^^ If yon will tmst her with me. Major Somers, 
yoa need not deprive yourself of the excursion/* 

" Tmst her, that I will ; besides Lily is urging 
my haste to allay the anxiety of her mother, who 
will be alarmed at missing her, so take her, 
Lindley, and remember a little hot brandy will 
do her no harm.** 

Sir Gordon, who had brought about this abrupt 
termination to Lily's boating, sat during the con- 
versation with the unlucky oar lying carelessly 
in his hand, until Lily, as she stepped from the 
boat, paused beside him, and, with childish 
frankness, held out her hand in token of forgive- 
ness. 

<^ I am an old savage, my dear/' he said. '^ See 
what I have done by my obstinacy; not only 
dripped your pretty dress, and ran the risk of 
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your catching cold, bat prevented your joining 
our little party." 

The boat shoved off, while William and Lily 
ascended the bank ; bat scarcely had they reached 
its summit when their attention was caught by a 
rustling soand, which they fancied to have pro- 
ceeded from behind a lime tree, a quantiiy of 
which grew thickly about ; and the next moment 
a voice, which although its tones were low, waa 
piercing in its distiuctness cried — , 

"Lily Werter, your mother is in danger of 
Fitzroy/' 

William sprang towards the tree, but no mortal 
trace was visible, and turning again to the little 
girl, he saw her pointing backwards while she 
was speechless; his eyes followed, until they 
rested upon a female figure fleeing along the 
bank with a deer's swiftness. He darted after 
her, but she disappeared as if she had hid beneath 
the river, or sunk into the green turf on which 
she ran. 

Failing to discover where she had taken refuge, 
William turned, and found Lily lying in an un* 
conscious state on the grass, and as white as a 
corpse. He toife off her cloak, which was wet, 
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CHAPTER XX. 

FBEDEBIOE NOB00TT*S OONFBSSION. 

« Oh damned deed! 
Bat hear his rathfal end !" 

Norton'b Tbagsdt. 

Major Som ebs, neither dall nor obtuse in matters 
of the heart, did not, however, comprehend the 
conduct of Lady Winlow, who, from the time of 
Lily's accident, had changed her manner towards 
him so completely that he believed he must have 
offended her, though unintentionally, for Audley, 
though always somewhat of a male coquette, 
remembered only now the small flirtation with 
Louisa Werter upon a first acquaintance as a 
pleasant pastime. His respect for the gentler 
sex made him believe that she did not attach any 
importance to it, and her present coldness per- 
plexed him more than her former familiarity in 
calling him by his Christian name, which, as the 
husband of Florence, he thought her privileged 
to do. 

The day was fine as the boating party reached 
a sweet island to dine viridi super prande, but the 
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gaiety of the day was rather damped by Lily's 
accident; and, regardless of the violets which 
Audley had given her, Florence's absent manner 
and varying colonr revealed that her heart was 
ill at ease. 

The presence of Mr. Norcott was a wonder to 
all the party, for although it added to their 
pleasure, their cariosity was aroused by the rare 
fact of his appearing so publicly. 

He had become a source of the tenderest 
anxiety to his family, hut their united efforts to 
remove his despondency were quite as fruitless 
as was medical skill to heal his physical in«^ 
firmities. 

Sir Gordon and Lady Travers had frequently 
declined the invitations of their nephew to Somer- 
ville, and Mrs. Fairfield to Ivy Tower, on his 
account, until Frederick, during a conversation 
with his sister, heard of those refusals, and hia 
strong will insisted on their present visit, but that 
the recluse should come was incomprehensible to 
all but Ella. 

Dinner over, the party, as though by precon-^ 
certed arrangement, paired off for a stroll, and 
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I9oio5tt walked sile&tfy' hy hh sister, nntil they' 
came to a grassf moirnd dose hj the rhrer. 

^^ Does not Mrs. Somers look nnnsaairy well 
to-day?" remarked Fredterick. 

Mrs. Fairfield was surprised at a qaestion of 
t^e kind, under present circumstances. 

^ I rather think,"'' she said, *^ the reverse ; 
her briHiancy must be hidden behind a doud, on 
account of Lily's miishspu'* 

*^ Which lends a pensiveness to her features 
that enhances them tenfeld/' 

EBa looked attentively at her brother, who 
quickly turned aside, but not before she observed 
that his features were deadly pale. 

*' Dearest Fred, I fear that the exertion you 
have made on her account wBl prove too much for 
you." 

" It is what I would have done, even if the last 
grain were to run from life'b glass in the effort ; 
I would have crept hdre to warn her of dagger I 
Yes, even with my latest gasp. Ah ! Bila, when 
I read your letter, telling me that you had met 
Fairfield in Hastings, I haew Ihatf the vicinity of 
that unscrupulous villain brooked no good to 
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Mick. SomerSy and I faastenedi ta w$ixhf ta wam^ 
to saveb Yon lemcmstiated laat night at tbft risk 
I incarrcd hy exposiag myself so paUielj^ Ah t 
of what yaine fe my life^ but for Ihe duKsredit it 
would entail upon tboae who $s^ dear to me. 
Heaven knows I eare not how soon I paid the 
penalty of outraged law; remorse, remorse is 
eating at my heart, and existence has long been 
a bnrdeot to me J' 

He sat beside hea* on the grassy mOnnd, and 
talking her hand, pressed it upon his throbbiog 
head. 

^^> f^eel/' he added; ^ does not each pulse 
assure you that the greatest mercy in such sufferw 
isJig would be«^death ?" 

^^ Yon are unusually ill to-day^ poor brother/* 
said inia,. alaxmed at his intense pallor; ^' let me 
get wine ; anything to restore you-^yon are faint 
indeecL'' 

He held her faactu 

^^ Ko^ my sister, renain whcire yon* are. Ah t 
"EUskf heaven forbid that I cpuld erer be restored 
to healtb; for &a sufferings of tins fitail body arq. 
but warnings that lifo is quietly^ passing awaj ; 
here ttiere is bnt oi^e tbaig ohangsless, whisht 
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sin — one thing certain, which, death. Better a 
thousand times to die in peace than live in 
tortore ; and I am well pleased to look at this/' 

He stretched out his emaciated hand, and his 
countenance assumed a serene expression as he 
said^ ^^ Though your sins be as red as scarlet, I 
can make them as white as snow. Thus says 
the Scripture, Ella; and the good pastor who 
prayed over Hatty's grave^ and who comes to 
Lincondoon with his Master's teaching to awake 
my sluggish soul, will soon have the same duty 
to do over these almost fleshless bones of mine;'^ 

" Fred, do not talk thus ; why will you grieve 
me ?" 

" To prepare you for what is coming, dear 
Ella. I know I am dying, and I know you will 
weep when I am gone ; you will grieve for the 
brother whose love for you — " 

He stopped abruptly, and raising her tearM 
face he looked upon it affectionately, as he con* 
tinned, " Sister, you never knew how faithfully 
the wild brother you prized of old has loved you ; 
yes, even in the midst of recklessness and folly* 
Once before I have seen this face lifted to mine 
thus, with such another expression of grief as it 
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now wears. Once before, Ella, when it implored 
me to procure a crust of bread to save your starv- 
ing cbild — lifted to mine thus when I had nothing 
to give but poverty and woe." 

" My dear brother/' said Ella, weeping on his 
shoulder^ '^ think no more of what is past, do not 
agitate yourself with that sad memory — " 

^^ I could forget it, but for the villain who one 
night tempted a desperate man, as he looked into 
the dark waters that floated under Loudon Bridge, 
with his own thoughts darker than that sable tide 
— ^yes, tempted him. Not with the glittering gold 
that weighed heavy in his hand, but with the 
thought of saving a dear sister and her babe from 
hunger or from death. Oh, Ella I that was a fatal 
night when I fled from the haunting misery of your 
young face, ready to sell my soul to the flrst 
purchaser in Satan's market, and oh t to think that 
the tempter should have been my sister's husband. 
Ella, Ella, it is this thought that has brought me 
to the brink of an early grave." 

'* Oh, Fred I you break my heart." 

He did not seem to hear that sad cry of Ella's, 
MO great was his emotion, and he proceeded. 
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^ I could iiMe pliEtded mf head tfilider tin jmt 
vengeance of tke law, but to drag yusr hasband 
"wiUl sue to the sea^Sold would be to kill th^hesag 
for whom I pledged my sool-^EUa^KMitiie nearc^r 
and let me whisper iato your ear tbe enormity 
bf my gtiilt-^I told yoa of oar t)time — Im atid 
mine — and yon wotdd h«tve it concealed, Q^ 
forgiire db for that injustice.*' 

Norcott, keeping his eyed fixed before him m'a 
glassy gtare, a& though he were reading something 
in the distance, now spoke almost withont'paafiing 
for breath. 

** Fitzroy Fairfield met me xfa London Bitflge 
and tempted me. Yon were starving, and licotQd 
not resist I took an oath to do as he ditected, lie 
laid his plan catttiously, noticing stfre -of me— trert 
as I said, I was ready to sell my sotd. I becaime 
a chemist's asinstan't, throngh Ms interest. 1 WM 
to tamper witii the medicines ^f a p&rscfn "he 
wanted out of his way, for what reason t did niot 
know ; I was to ask no queeftions, tha^'Was part df 
my agreement. At first I thought it was throngh 
avarice ; then I believed it was through revenge ; 
now I know it was throngh hatred. fiUera^ fls 
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a fatalist, and^thinks that his mission is to do Jier 
(Some injm^y ; he will not rest until it is aocom- 
plished." 

^^ Stop^ Frederick/' icried Ellii^ ^^ x^alm joorself^ 
l)reathe awhile, your lij)s are parche49 and joar look 
is fearfuL*' 

'^ Hush I let me £0 on, kec^ back from me^ let 
me go on. Fitzrqy is a fatalist I told yon of 
his crime, and it was my hand that mixed the 
fatal dxaught which slowly poisoned — ^'^ 

He ceased, for Mrs. Fairfield had glided from 
her seat, and knelt before him^ death-like in 
the -rigid intensity of ber eager features. 

*^ Who^'' she gasped, in a voice so dij and 
hnsky, that it was not recognisable, ^^ who did 
you murder, who ?" 

" Colonel Werter." 

The name burst from his pardied lips;, aod 
seemed to strike into his suiter's heart in sadden 
horror. She spoke not.; her qyes glared like 
molten fire, and she knelt motionless until be 
stretched his hand towards her ; then she skrank, 
as if in loathing , from his touch ; a stifled cry 
escaped the wretched mai^ and tossing his arms 
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aboye his head, he darted through the trees liko 
an arrow. The wild gestures somewhat restored 
her deadened faculties, for, leaning her head upon 
the mound, a few tears trickled down her white 
cheeks, and the life of sorrow came into her 
eyes once more. 

^^He thinks I shrank from him/^ she mur- 
mured. **Poor, poor Frederick, may heaven 
give me strength, for from this moment I dedi- 
cate my life to him ; to soothe, to pray, to com- 
fort shall henceforth be my aim.*' 

A footstep fell upon the sward beside her, and 
turning she met the soft smile and happy coun- 
tenance of her whose former household idols had 
been destroyed by her own husband and her own 
brother/ 

** Ella, dear," cried Florence, " you have 
fainted here and alone." 

Mrs. Fairfield withdrew from the offered 
embrace, and when the young wife^s lips pressed 
her brow she trembled. 

" What is the matter ?" resumed Mrs. Somers. 
** Ella, Ella, you are fainting again. Help, 
Audleyl Rettiel help, for Mrs. Fairfield—" 
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The grey head had drooped upon the shonlder of 
Florence, until the feeble frame began to glide 
jBideways along the mound. 

But it was neither Rettie nor Audley that 
answered those cries for aid ; it was Frederick 
Norcott, who, leaping through the trees like one 
demented, knelt beside his sister and bathed her 
face with his tears, until his tender words awoke 
her to consciousness, and clinging to his neck 
she kissed his hands, lips, and brow, murmuring 
^^ Let us go to Lincondoon, away from this, 
away from her. Oh I Fred, let us go home ; let 
us go home." 

Florence stood silently apart, surprised and 
hurt at the strange manner of her who had 
always returned her affection so warmly until 
now. 

** Hey, Gad/* cried a cheerful voice, which 
sounded through the trees, ^^ a nice thing truly, 
the Major, Lady Winlow, Mrs. Somers, Nelly, 
and Gad, my own wife, too, all either absconded 
or turned into mushrooms upon this fairy 
island — '' He turned suddenly towards the 

VOL. III. M 
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moimd, and confronted the three agitated figures 
before it 

<< Mrs. Fairfield has fidnted/' explained Flo* 
rence to the startled Sir (Gordon, ^ and I think 
we had better retnm as qoickly as possible. 
Andley, where is Andl^ ?'* 
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CHAPTER XXL 

THE JOLIIIART DISPATCH^ 

" Our wULb, our loves, our duties. 
To luooured fortitude." 



MiDDLBTON. 



Majob Som£B8 had joiiied Lady Wiolow Mrith the 
determination <tf explaining awaj or apologising 
fi»r aoy o&nce be might have given about the 
flowers ; but her face was radiant with a oordiBl 
smile, and she was the first who spoke. 

**Are we to resume oar controversy of the 
moroiog ?'' 

^<As yon please; bat let it be of a moire 
flowery nature, although I am little of a florist 
myself. Look at this wild blossom which bears 
as soft an Jizixre as the sky afoovQ os, and does it 
not plead with a gentle astoranoe of constancy 9 
it is the forget-me-not." 

^^Tho sky changes, but this flowvrret which 
grows uncultivated amid yon purpb heather 
should be an emblem of woman's heart" 

^' Because it wastes its sweetness on the deseart 

If t 
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air/' laughed Andley, secretly amused at the 
childish and romantic tone of their conversation. 

^' Even S0| for how often is the essence of a 
faithful love wafted near one who has but little 
care for it." 

^^ Seldom indeed. I almost fancy it is not in 
human nature to be completely indifferent to one 
who truly loves us. Does not the gayest belle 
censure the gentleman who bears to another 
shrine a heart she herself had rejected ? K his 
attentions were really indifferent to her, why 
should she notice this ?'' 

"Perhaps from the vanity of our sex,** said 
Louisa ; " but unfortunately the lords of creation 
take it as their prerogative right — ** 

She hesitated. 

"To what P" 

She did not answer for a moment, but looked 
with an expression that made his blood tingle 
unpleasantly ; then she said*— 

^* To forget when it suits their purpose, and 
to—" 

" And to what ?'* lying his hand lightly upon 
her arm. 

" To crush the love of a true heart by a cold- 
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ness that most be assamed. Oh I Aadley, why 
should the past appear forgotten, when every fond 
memory is the one light that illnmines my solitary 
existence." 

" Lady Winlow !" 

He uttered her name, and he still leant near 
her, but withdrew his hand. 

** Audley — Audley, torture me not thus, or do 
you really forget the past? Oh I tell me that 
one iota of its happiness is still remembered, and 
let me never look upon your fece again." 

** Remembered I how could I forget it, when 
such a proof of its faith breathes in my present 
happiness? Is not my beautiful wife a living 
proof that I can never forget the past ? and is not 
the kind devotion of Sir Winfred Winlow suflS- 
cient to compensate for any brightness which may 
have been eclipsed in *yours ?'* 

'* Eclipsed P" 

" Yes ; even as the fair star of morning grows 
dim by the awaking sun, or as the cold beauty of 
Miss Werter, which had once attracted Audley 
Somers, paled before the warmer radiance of 
Florence, his wife." 



tht pwt 



Efe into *:: 



shook wiih emouoa, wmidi Avdky, pilya i g ker 



*I Imto beat anicfc to Uiow; I ha^e acted 
didionoonUy pfriiapK. I neicr flioiight of wia- 
Ding a plaee in die pimd fce aii of tlie beaotifiil 
Louisa WertcTy fiir wbom my adhniiatMHi was 
rineo^ my re^eel u nbowaded; bot I lored 
Flerence and era shall, ftr no otber can be to 
me wbat sbe i& M j fiioidahip and esteem 
are stiD trae to Ladj Winknr, and ooald 
she foTf^tYe m j past thooghtlessneBB, the eYents 
of the past boor shall be enshrined in raj heart 
for ever, and shall be a sacred memoij between 
myself and heaven alone. ** 

*^ Bless yon for this,*^ she answered. ^Blam- 
able^ yile, and unwomanly as my conduct most 
seem to yon, it is not without some little pallia- 
tioD — those letters which yon wrote 
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^ Ahdley, Andley ; where » Aodley ?" eried 
Flotenoew 

In a momeiLt the yomig hnsbcmd sprang to her 
side, while Ladj Winlow hid the papers and 
eseaped between the trees. She was frustrated 
ia her design of palliating her cimdnct by those 
letters^ which she knew that Major Somers had 
never written, 

'^ Oh, truant !" continued Mitk Somers^ '^ come 
home, ffx poor Mrs. Fairfield has been verj ill ; 
she rayes about going to Lincondoon* It is a 
strange fancy, and a sudden one.'' 

'^Perhapsy" said Audky, drawing her hand 
within his arm ; '^ perhaps she is like every other 
person when iU, ^ home sick.' " 

Mrs. Somers did not percdlve that her hus- 
band's brow was ruffled as they harried towards 
the river, or that his voice had assumed a more 
tender tone^ when he bade her join Mrs. Fairfield, 
while be went round the island in search of the 
rest of the party. 

Retracing hid steps he fband Lady Wiiklow 
with Bettie and Mr* Tracers, who all gladly 
acquiesced in the proposal to return home. 
Andley spdce to Louiffib aa if noduiiig unpleasant 
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had taken place between them, while with polite 
attention he tried to restore her self-esteem ; hut 
the proud spirit was on a sea of bitterness, and 
as the poet says, '^ hell has no fory like a woman 
scorned.'' So with her, whose evil passions were 
more sharply stong by the honourable kindness 
of the young gentleman than if he regarded her 
coldly. 

The party which had set out so merrily rowed 
back almost in silence ; eveiy one seemed tired 
but Rettie and her husband. Sir Gordon's 
heartiness had vanished in the morning with Lily, 
and when the little vessels were moored to the 
bank they declared they had been disappointed 
in the boating excursion as much as either Lily 
or William could have beeu. 

The shades of the bright June evening had not 
subdued the fervent glances of the golden sun, 
when Lily and Mr. Somers, who were rearing 
some sweet peas along a fretwork beside the 
gatehouse^ were startled by a sudden exclamation 
from William, who stood beside them. 

^^ Why here they are already. I hope nothing 
else has gone wrong." 

William pointed to the pedestrians as he spoke^ 
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who were slowly moving from the river, and in a 
few minntes Lily was in her mother's arms. 

** So you gave my poor Lily a cold bath," said 
Mr. .Somers, as they entered the house; '^yet 
she is fresh as ever now. We had a delightfril 
day here ; received several visitors, among the rest 
the sweetest of all Bosebuds, the coyest of all 
coy brides, and the most bewitching of married 
ladies — Mrs. Stein — who delighted with her 
husband^ a sensible man enough^ snubs poor Miss 
Augusta more than ever. Then we had the Hon. 
Mrs. EUerton and son, who has just entered the 
Guards ; but by-the-bye, Audley, that reminds 
me of the dispatch from head-quarters for you, 
which came this morning almost before you had 
time to reach the boats." 

Major Somers tore open the large envelope^ 
and while perusing the letter glanced frequently 
at his wife, who stood watching him with keen 
anxiety. 

*' It was unfortunate for me to be away to-day,'* 
he said; "however I will delay no longer* 
Florence, will you order my valise to be ready 
quickly ; but stay, you are tired, love, and I will 

M 5 
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go myself. Kay,** lie continned, passing his hsn& 
along her snnny hair, ^^j(m need not look so 
scared^ for I shall retnm in a fe^ dityff. I have 
hat to join a company of my regiment, which is 
ordeted to Winchester, wJiere eleetion riots pre- 
▼ail. If I hasten I shall be able Uy catdi the six 
o'dock train to London, and the Golonel has 
promised to await me ^t Major Hamilton's.*^ 

By the entreaties of hie family Major Somenr 
had made the neeetsary preparations to leaye &e 
army, and during the past week his papers were 
in order to» sell oni The distress of Ilorenoe 
at this short parting cansed him mncb regret 
that, he was not more prompt, fi^ as she followed 
him fixMxx the apartment, her qoivering lip and 
troubled features more effectually appealed to 
hia heart than the most copious feanr eooKI have 
doneu 

^ Florence,''^ he said gaily as tlief reached his 
dressing room, '^ let me see that yon are wozfhy of 
being a aoUief'e wife; what, is it possible that 
I am. not ta see the flash of woman's heroism upon 
year cheeka; yon tiemble beeaase I handle Khis^ 
bait of steeU Sim{de Iloreacev leave off the 
packing and come to arm me for the combat" 
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'^ X cannoty Aodle^/' she mswioredy ihvinkmg 
from the sword he laaghinglj held tomireb her« 

<^ You cannot^ ntot eyen gird me wHh the true 
talisman of woman's devotion." 

She flew into hifl ontst^et^ied arms and dlnng 
to his bosmi, as tfaongb slie would net part him. 

'' This," said he ieEtdeclfy '^ tkig w the nerve 
and the sinew of the strong man's strength^the test 
of woman's heroism— «h I darling, yon have 
buckled on my sword more eft^ctnally than yon 
CM imagine^ yo« hav€^ placed a gkdeld npon my 
arm, that aot even an eoremy shall penetrate, for 
lAto conid feet the bliss of Mich sincerity and risk 
the^ life so precioni^ to another. I have beard the 
ballets fly alxmt my ears in a glo^ioner battle and 
thonght themi mnsic ; T have been* the foremost in 
many a fight amd feared n^dangier, altiicmgh I was 
not then equipped with what proteets me now, 
yonr love sweet wife, yottrlove; come cheer tip^ 
dearest, and remember yon ban^ visitors to enter- 
tain, so keep Ivy Tower alive* nntil my retnrn^ 
and Mrs. Fairfield will remain." 

He patrsed^ and repeiited the name of Norcotf 
to bimself^ then added cheerflill}^-^ 
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^'Ban awaj^ Yknocey and let me have some 
refireshmeat befoie I stait.* 

He watched her down the conidor, and closed 
the door. 

^^Noroott," he thought, ^that man's extra- 
<»duiai7 behayioiir ahnoat induces me to be- 
lieve what Earl De Bnig told me at Hastings 
— Bfrs. Faiifidd^s brother the murderer of Colo- 
nel Werter; and am I to leave soch a being 
as my wife's companion in my absence — I 
intended to speak to him, but most defer it until 
my retom. I would warn him against this 
haughty nobleman, who is only waiting for proof 
to cut every hope from his yoong life. Bat he 
can never get a proof, for what is an old bottle 
filled with drainings of doctor's stofE. No, now 
that I weigh well Norcott's character, I can't 
think him guilty. Sir Gtordon and Lady Travers 
are so attached to him, say he is so good and true 
— 4;hen his love«for poor Mrs. Fairfield — ^no ; tike 
Earl, with all his pride, is a greater villain to 
suspect hinu" 

Those thoughts were interrupted by Florence 
bringing in a tray ; he cleared his brow, and esn^ 
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deavoured to partake of the soup she offered, bat 
gazing on the anxious face before him, he forgot it^ 
" Florence, what think you of Mr. Norcott ? •' 
The violet eyes opened wide in astonishment, 
at a question so far from ttie one great subject of 
her present thoughts. 

" What think you of Mr. Norcott ? " the ques- 
tion was repeated very seriously. 

^^ Well, I do not know, unless I think he is- 
one whose good looks are forgotten in the ad* 
miration created by more lasting attractions.'' 

''Yes, he is handsome certainly; but what 
think you of his heart— his soul — ^his nature?" 
'^ That they are noble, good, and true." 
^' I am not jealous, since I agree with you* 
Yes, I do believe it ; he has a noble nature." 
" But you are not taking your soup ?" 
^' I cannot ; it chokes me. Fear nothing from 
this trivial affray, and do not think it weak of 
me, if 'tis hard to part you, even for ever so 
short. Florence, be kind to our guests ; bear 
Mr. Norcott my especial adieu. I would make 
atonement for many an evil thought that I have 
had of hiuL One more embrace — another ; and 
now farewell, my wife." 
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806 9tBW hint IflBfV Acioofliy ibb wk&Bd hnt 
fljiiig down tlie Isvii mCfl lie ms Ud from h0f 
gne; die lisimed ftr flie nitk of In bone's 
hocdj long alter their bet ftint eomidB had died 
swsjrm eileoee^ md tibeD slie tonied fiont the 
window, reeling as thoagli aB fifae wecM Ind left 
ber Aere ujilom. 

^ M J pocv Flofeiiee,* luiu mured a soft Yoioe 
beside ber, ^it is your first parting, and it is 
bitter ; bat dieer np, dear oneL A fisw da js, and 
be will be witb jon again.** 

«Ab,EUa,''iepEed Xisl S(lBlm^ «< I know it 
is weak of ma to ftel so muerable; bat lunmi 
witb me bere a wbile, fi>r yoor piesenoe does me 
good, and then we sball rejoin Lady Wifdow.*** 

They sat togetfier, while Florence, who had 
fought bravelf witii her tears in her husfond's 
piesenoe, now that he was gone, wept upon the 
bosom of her firund fieelj. 

When they letamed to the drawing-room, fhcy 
fonnd the Somernlle party prepared to leave, 
and old Mr. Somersr proposed that Fbrenoe, 
EDa, Sir Winfred, and Louisa, should acoompany 
them part of the wafy j but La^ Wmlow was too^ 
fatigued, and so the thought was abandoned. 
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"Farewell, Flory dear,'* whispered Bettie; 
^^ remember for whose sake yon must be cheer- 
fnl ; remember for what xeasoa yon — '' 

Mrs. Somers kissed her sister-in-law, and so 
the sentenofr x^oaiBad mifisished. 
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OHAPTEB XXII. 



A MIDNIGnT MEETING. 



"Whohaa Mnt 
A taxy in thii fbnUfUr ilhftpe to rez me ?^ 

BOWKBT. 

Ladt Winlow realized for the first time the full 
extent of her chagrin when she saw the last 
glimpse of Major Somers, as he galloped down 
the lawn ; with him vanished every gentle feeling, 
leaving jealousy towards his innocent wife pre- 
eminent ; he had parted from Florence in love 
and sorrow, while a careless pressure of the hand 
was all he accorded to herself. 

Her thoughts were very bitter^ if indeed the 
whirpool of her mind left her capable of thought ; 
she had dressed for dinner with her accustomed 
care, but it was from the force of habit ; she went 
down to the drawing-room and knew not that 
she was tiiere^ until she heard her husband's 
voice close beside her ; she was like a somnam- 
bulist, she moved and breathed, but half con- 
sciously of what was passing. She saw Florence 
enter the room, and knew tiiat she looked pale, 
but she only half remembered the cause ; what 
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right had she, what right had anyone to weep 
for an absence that made her own life dall 
indeed? Tea over, she saw Mrs* Somers rise 
from the table, and she mechanically followed^, 
then she retired to her own apartment, and when 
alone sought to shake off the horrible oppression 
that weighed on every faculty. 

Passionately clasping her icy hands, she- 
exclaimed — 

" Oh 1 if I could but weep. Oh ! if I could 
but weep." 

She endeavoured to recall each incidence sepa- 
rately of that miserable day, but all thronged in 
quick succession, and only added to the confusion 
of her brain ; one thought alone was herg^ that 
Audley had gone, gone somewhere, and in her 
efforts to remember for what purpose the swoon 
she had parried off so long stole gradually over 
her, until she sank in complete unconsciousness 
on the floor ; thus she remained for some time^ 
and with returning life the full force of memoiy 
flashed upon her mind. 

She remembered now with but too vivid a 
clearness that she had bared her heart to Audley,. 
and that he despised her for it; that thought was 
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like a blight to a verdant tree^ searing each kaf 
until it fell from the lingering branchee, for when 
she arose^ each straggle of her good angel wm 
lesisted, and she stood upon the floor^ with the 
demon only looking out from her glistening eyesi 

^^ Ha 1" she ejaculated^ ^^ he is parted from her 
now, Fitzroy is prowling about these grounds, iss 
watching this very instant; good, good^ it will 
not foe my faolt if Audley and Florence ever meet 
again,'' 

A knock at her door — ^it was repeated, but Lady 
Winlow answeored it not, an hour passed, and Mrs. 
Somers asked to be admitted, but she excused 
herself on the plea of fatigue, and would prefer 
remaining alone; shortly after Sir Winfred 
enquired iff she were ill ; she assured bim she wae 
no<^ then she was left in peacOr 

The twilight crept gradually into her chamber, 
and from ber bed she watched the ctouds grow 
deeper in their coloan 

There wa? a strange exultation on her set 
features as she muttered — 

"There will be no* moon, iw starlight— it is 
well, by far the safer for m^" 

She was right^ for soon Lady Wizdow's chamber 
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was in complete darkness ; she arose from the 
bed with flashing- eyes and clenched hands, threw 
a dark cloak about her, and listened attentivelj ; 
all was quiet, she glided ont to the corridor and 
again listened, when assmred of perfect safety, 
she tamed the key on the outside, and with it 
pressed tightly in her hand, stole soffly down 
the stairs. 

The iamily had not yet retired, for she heard 
the sound of yoioes in the dining-room ; harrying 
on she gained the glass door that opened to a 
yeraadah, and foand that the outer door was not 
yet fastened for the night ; leaving both closed, 
she descended the granite steps that led to the 
garden, and found herself in gloomy solitude. 

The night was dark and starless for the month 
of June, and when Louisa found herself alone 
upon the lawn, the rustling leaves, the moaning 
trees terrified her so that the thought of retreat 
for a moment flashed across her mind ; looking 
around with a wildly throbbing heart, and up to 
Ihe ivied tower, now almost lost in the sur- 
rounding gloom, her courage failed her; on the 
moment a voice came through an open window, 
it was Flormce speaking. 
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'^ What a black and cloudy night it is, Ella ; 
■ball we have thunder, the atmosphere is so close 
and heavy; do jou know I feel as frightened 
and nervous as a little child, it is so strange to be 
without Audley. Gome here, Sir Winfi^d, and 
put your head out, what do you think ? Is not 
the air horribly oppressive, shall we have thunder? 
Oh I such a flash of lightning.'' 

Louisa did not hear her husband's answer, for 
the window closed over her head almost as 
Florence asked the same question a second time. 

Nerved once more, steeled as it were by the 
words of Mrs. Somers, Lady Winlow moved on 
determinedly ; she- knew that Fitzroy was not far 
distant, even on the track of Florence, and she 
peered about in the dark with eyes that almost 
emitted fire in their intensity of hatred. 

As she reached the shrubbery a flash of light- 
ning enabled her to descry a figure moving 
stealthily between the branches, and rousing her- 
self to the best of her ability, she made towards 
it, but it receded as she advanced^ while the dress 
showed it was a female. 

Dreading discovery by servants, Louisa turned 
quickly to make for the steps, when her own 
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name was whispered in her ear, and Fitzroy 
stood beside her. 

'^ I knew I should meet yon. I have been 
watching. Lady Winlow, this night — ^let it be 
this night — ^grant me one interview with her who 
is still so dear to me — one more look upon that 
face, the sunshine of my existence— and I will 
bless you while I have life. I saw her husband-^ 
curses on that name — I saw him depart, and 
know his mission. He will soon return — then 
let me meet Florence once more, and that to- 
night" 

** Yes, it shall be to-night, when all have re* 
tired to rest, and the house is still ; but first 
listen to what I have got to say — this day, only a 
few hours since, I madly revealed my love to him, 
and he has spurned it. Those letters, which 
seemed so great a proof of his 'sincerity, whence 
came they ?" 

*' As I told you. I swear it. Oh ! lady, he 
oould not have spurned yoa ; if so, it was because 
the all-powerful Florence has won his heart from 
you at last" 

'^ Thus it is, and I shall dow deprive her of the 
happiness she snatched from me." 
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^* What IB your meaning ? Would yoa have a 
deeper revenge than merely allowing a hated io* 
dividual like myself to annoy her by his prosenoe I'' 

^* Yes — although I only guaranteed that mnoh 
to yon ; bnt now that she has won him £rom ma^ 
I would win her fix>m him." 

**Howr' 

'^ Would you be content to steal the bird ttom 
its nest, and cherish it ?'' 

** Your ladyship speaks in parables." 

''Take her away-— but not to injure her. I 
would not have her hurt — I — in fact^ 1 know not 
what I would have done, for I am bewildered with 
the jealousy that consumes me." 

^ You would take her from her husband^ yet 
would not have her injured — how oould that be 
done, her honour is dearer to her than her life ? 
Suppose she were treated with respect, appearances 
would be against her." 

^^ Yes— *and she would die then ; I almost wish 
she would. I hate her with such bitterness. You 
are rich, therefore strong in every stratagem, and 
if you feel as I do, it must be a gratification to 
separate her from him, as it would be to me were 
he parted from her. I will liberally pay the 
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person who assists yon, bat in no waj mast she 
be injured; hi her be carried to anj plaoe^ so 
that it is far from him-^HStay to some foreign land, 
there to live free from jonr attentions ; if not in 
happiness, at least in peace and honoor. Of 
coarse, h^ liberty must be restricted^ bat with 
gentleness/' 

Lady Winlow's excitement rendered her inoa^ 
pable of understanding the real purport of her 
words. It was plain that her only idea was not 
€idy a frenzied one, but one of no feasibility 
whatever ;-**to run away with a lady out of her 
own honse for what ?-- where to ? Even Fitzioy 
laughed inwardly at her folly ^ although his 
conniug prompted him to appear to enter into 
her scheme with the same earnestness as she did 
herself. 

^' I have heard you speak of a servant who has 
lived with you for many yeaxs," said Louisa; 
^^ your valet John German, or some name like 
that. Yes ; John Gorman, that was the name. 
Can he be trusted ?" 

^^ Yes — for he is in his grave, and dead men 
tell no tales ; but if you leave everything to me^ 
it shall be accomplished as yoa desire." 
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^^ Withoat violence or importunity ?" 

^'Certainly; but are we not premataie? — a 
design, which to my mind savonrs too much of 
romance to be carried out safely in real life, takes 
time to consider." 

^^Tes/' she replied, bending closer to him. 
^^ Ton will require time to find a fitting person, 
bnt with promptitude and thought much can be 
done even in a day. Ton shall see her to-night, 
however — ^in an hour." 

^^ Trust all to me, then, and believe that she 
shall be removed with safety, for in less than the 
time you have specified, I shall mature my plans ; 
in the meantime, as the night is wearing on, you 
might be missed from yonder happy circle." 

He pointed to the light in the dining«room 
window, and continued — 

^^ It is approaching midnight — trust me, and 
remember when the house is still, that I wait on 
yonder steps." 

She turned to leave him, but started back in 
alarm. 

*^Whatisit?"hesaid. 

" A figure !" 

" Man or woman ?" 
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" A woman's fignre, in the shrubbery. I saw 
it before, and she has been listening." 

^^ Impossible I we spoke too low — no one conld 
have heard a word. Go in now; yon saw nothing 
— you are nervous, that is all." 

He might well say she was nervous, for her teeth 
were chattering, and her limbs were trembling 
violently. 

" I forgot," she whispered ; " it must be before 
the family retire, else how can you get to her 
presence P There is a small dressing-room off 
her sleeping apartment; I must bring you there 
before she fastens the door. ' Be ori this spot at 
one o'clock, for they are waiting supper for me, 
or light would not be in that window." 

" One o'clock — remember, and fail not." 

" No fear that I shall fail." 

Fitzroy watched her as she entered the house ; 
then turning on his heel with a contemptuoas 
gesture, he said — 

*^ Romantic fool I — her life-blood will be on 
your head as well as mine I Poor Florence I it 
is your destiny — it is your destiny. Who can 
stem the tide of fate? who can tarn the current? 

VOL. m. n 
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Oky Lonin — Ladj IVinlow*— trsitnai 1 Icoald 
find it in my heart to kill yo« too I" 

He went towaids the flhrabbery, and looked 
eagwly into its ahadowB, hot could diaoom 
nothing ; and belieying that Ladj Winlow\i fears 
had conjured np the %are she spoke o^ he mof^ed 
away with another contemptaong gesture. 

Yet Harriet Thompson had witnessed what 
passed ; while the vivid lightning enabled her to 
do so, she saw Lady Winlow's passionate gBstnres 
and FitEroy's earnest face, bat that was all ; their 
conversation was hushed, and cautioiis, aoid she 
eoold not catch a word. 
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CEAPTBR 



AFTER THE MEETINQ* 

For storms and tempests, and the foulest season 
'thsit ever rage let fortli, Or blew in wildness 
From the incensed prison of man's blood." 

BOWLBt. 

Ladt WinzjDW fottiid ithid glass door •as Bhe ^d 
kft it) atid stole to her chamber nn^bseifTed ; she 
kaew tliat no one^ not <e¥6a Sir Winfit&d, who had 

been almost a strang>er to her ainoe th^ dibcoveiry 
«t HaBtiiigB) had made any ^tttoipt to tenter 
her s^artmebi. 

Thiondng; the tAotk iront her skoQlders^ tuid 
flhakiiQg oat hor sabk kair^ she fasteoed la (en 
straying curls with some golden pins^ and 
desoended to the dmwingHro(mi» oonfidgmt <ihat 
although her absence oonld not bat have been 
obiarvied) her re^aippdasance wolQd cheat i^nqaiiy* 

^' Dear Jjoai/' said ElorenCe, lui her ladyship 
entered) ^«re are waiiiiig Sapper for you. 1 

H S 
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knocked at your door, bat as yon did not answer, 
guessed that you were asleep.'* 

^^ Tes. I was weary after the day's pleasure, 
or whatever you wish to call our boating excur- 
sion, and as my head ached, I threw myself on a 
sofa, and must have slept soundly, since I did 
not hear you call. I regret, however, that you 
have waited, for it is an hour later than if Major 
Somers were at home.'' 

^^ Not so, Loui, dear, for if he were here he 
would have waited until morning for you; so 
now, although you look pale and fatigued, I 
hope you will reward our patience by showing us 
that you have a good appetite." 

^^ I am really concerned at detaining you," sho 
said vaguely, as they had gathered round the 
table, and although her words sounded naturally 
enough, there was a listlessness in her demeanour 
that showed she thought not much about it. 

Sir Winfred, alarmed at the ghastly coun- 
tenance of his wife, contrived to get beside her, 
although she had strenuously avoided him, and 
taking advantage of a political discussion which 
was going forward between- Mr. Norcott and 
William Lindley, he bent towards her with an 
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earnest enquiry after her health. She averted 
her face and answered only by a wild and ringing 
laugh. All looking astonished at the unexpected 
sounds^ concluded that the Baronet had said 
something pleasant ; but Mrs. Fairfield, who sat 
at the other side of the unhappy husband^ re- 
marked his startled face, and addressed Louisa. 

" Your head must be better now, Lady Win* 
low," she said pointedly. 

" Oh I yes, I am always refreshed after a nap. 
Sir Winfred can tell you the wonderful improve- 
ment he found in me by a quarter of an hour's 
repose a short time since at Hastings." 

" Yes," he said, turning towards Florence, 
who still gazed in amazement at her relative, 
** yes, sleep is a wonderful restorative, and I 
have seen it work wonders on Louisa ere this, 
but to-night she seems rather the worse for it. 
She has not partaken of one single morsel." 

*^ She can make amends by beginning to do so 
now," suggested Mr. Norcott. 

" Thank you," returned Lady Winlow in a 
faint voice, as she moved from the table, '^ but 
if Mrs • Somers will permit me I shall retire for 
the night*" 
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<< I win see you Id rosty Leni^ d«ir, fiot yoik 
ahopld not be alooe. I know jan are iSi Teiy 

Ab FIoreDoe spoke ahe aocompMued her ta iho^ 
4ooi, but LooiM BXDflingly dedined ; ske aeedadk 
no assistaaoey fitdgno was he? only tiilMoot. 

Itfidy Winlow baving diwiiaaed her majd, le^ 
nmined noTing aboat for Bomo rnktatea^ thea 
extingniBhing bar lamp abe lay upon ihe bed 
until the dock struck one^. She knew snppof was 
scarcely omr and that fionily prayer would siks 
«eed; she cautiQasly 1^ the room and cb^ 
along the dark corridor nntU the. glass door "wm 
reached ; there she hesitated^ but it was only for 
a» moment, before abe withdrew the bolt thftk 
separated the murderer &om bia viotim. The 
serviants whose relogions ^ineiplea permitted 
&em were assemblod with the £unUy>, and the 
▼oice of prayer smote npoo. hsst ears as she 
motioned Fitzroy to enter.. 

Cat like she trod hen way over y^lv^t earpetsy 
aitfli cautions^ like the tig^r preparing to, spring, 
he followed on her footsteps until they reached 
tbe darkened chamber of Mrs* Somers ;• crossing 
it she drew him into the dressing-rooiB^ and 
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witfa^iM&t apoaking a single, wocd groped her way 
back to her apartmeaU 

Lady Winlow bad oe^e? thoaghi it stftnge 
thfufc Eiizroy ahoald wish fi>r a last iater?iew with 
ODA whom, he professed to< adcore^ eyen if it were 
to be attained by a stratag^^ worse than that 
w)iich he had first propoaeds. for had she not 
come to Ivy Tower for the same purpose— -to look 
once more upon AndlLeji Somers, and then to leave 
him for ever ? 

For a nuMiiiient the vile, temptation darted 
through her brain aa shei glided along the dismal 
passages^ of foatening the calomny upion her rival 
that Fitzroy had endeavonrad to fastea upon bev 
father's, widow,, by causing tha usurer to be found 
ia her aptftmeni during her husband's absence;: 
would any one then believe the protestations of 
the innoeant woman, in wbom ov^en Audley's 
faith might be at last staggered? But no, 
tkaugh aoi angel spdkaLoaisaknew that he would 
naicet beldeve Elomnce guilty^ and what, cared she 
who would Bend am ear to. it if he did not?- STo^ 
to part thoeei two kving hearts for evier was a 
surer and a deeper vengeance. 

Sleraoving ber day toilet ferihiit^ night, Lady 
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Winlow retired to rest, and listened to every sonnd 
with intense earnestness^ not mach the happier for 
the gross betrayal of a trusting fiiendship. Would 
Florence scream ? Woald Fitzroy carry her away, 
gagged and onconscioas, this very night? The 
image of the young wife struggling for freedom 
rose before her imagination so vividly that beads 
of cold dew started from her brow, and her 
heart throbbed as though quitting its frail tene- 
ment. 

In a fever of anxiety she heard each voice wish 
an affectionate good-night to Mrs. Somers ; she 
detected each footstep to its chamber, and knew 
that she had entered hers ; but no sound succeeds. 
Yes, there is a sound, for the handle of her own 
door is turned gently ; she composed her features 
and feigned to sleep^ for Sir Winfred, shading 
the lamp with his hand, advanced on tiptoe and 
leaned over her. 

^^ She sleeps," he murmured, '^ and looks 
better now, for there^s a flush on her dear cheek. 
God keep you so, darlings and oh I may His 
blessing cling to you as truly as the old man's 
love." 

He bent and pressed his lips to the jewelled 
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hand that lay above the coverlet^ then stole softly 
to the next apartment. 

Louisa had remained almost motionless while 
her husband lingered near her, and with a sigh 
of relief she saw the light disappear, althoogh her 
eyes were closed. An hour passed, during which 
she tossed restlessly; but now she holds her 
breath in terror. What was it that stopped her 
heart's wild palpitation for a second P 

She starts up in a sitting posture in her bed. 
Tes, it is a moan, low, piteous, and wailing — a 
moan that resembles a voice from the tomb. 
She listens ; again and again it comes with the 
ticking of the clock. . Hark I three chimes have 
told along the corridor — three o'clock, and still 
the moans continue. 

Louisa leaps from her bed, crouches on the 
floor, and listens with bated breath. Another 
moan, more piteous than before, comes nearer. 
Great heaven I is she going mad^ or is it only the 
wind through the turret door, next to which is 
her own chamber? No ; too distinctly she hears 
it now ; it is a moan from haman lips without a 
doubt. 

N 5 
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Looiflft aturted to lier 6et ud msbedl tothe 
door, bat is chained in mute anguish^ finr a shot 
has boomed fimn Mnk Soaiem^ dianAer, and 
another has vibrated along" the passages . Rioiigh 
the silence it eehoed until it entered her heart, 
no* to kill, but to wonnd the smitten conscience 
with a life*long miseiy and; lemorsa 

As Fitesoy disappeared threngh the glass door, 
which he left ajar, the figure wbieh had attracted 
the attention of Lady Winlow in the shnibl^iy 
glided op the steps, anct after delaying- a ftw 
mtiMites for better seeority, entored Ivy Tbwer. 

All within was darkness^ and Harriet Thomp- 
son (for it was she), being anacq[aamted; wi6i 
the earioos. stmotnre of the bnildn^, felb her- 
way with out-stretched hand' as. imsetessly as 
poasihlei until: she seaehed the< first? stair^ tiien, 
gnaaping the balnstrade^ she ascended^ andt came* 
to.whatiaiqaeaced'tiibe aeanridopj paseang* along* 
whiob.for aeme- yavda heofiy^ came' in oentaot 
with tho' matting, apd at tiie> same moment she* 
feUi a panel, tbei door of which fiewopen at her 
toHchL;^ sh^entared^aid waaiaoqNdse&toj find a 
staircase, steep and narrow, instead of the fdn*' 
nitare of a roojEn,. as she expected; however. 
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he^yjaring thi^t it led totheBkepkig apartmaats, 
sba Quiunied, and found herself m a sort of 
twmett 

PantiDg with dread and disappointment at not 
hanring traeked Fitzroy.,, Harriet, would hava. re- 
turned,, had not several, voices at that inatant 
issued from the glass door,, over which, as it 
seemed,, she heard a^noisa like the shot of a bolt, 
then fioiotsteps coming along the corridor she had 
just traversed, until they paused upon the mat- 
ting that had tripped her ;^ a faint light glim- 
mered near, a door was slammed, a key was 
turned,, and Harriet knew that she was locked 
up in the tower. 

She had missed her way^ and now was separ- 
ated &om the house, jet knew that if she screamed 
she could make herself heiffd, but, incensed as 
she was against Fitzroy^ she would not betray 
him,, even to save the mistress for whom she had 
risked much;. her intention was. to aoq[uaint Lady 
Winlow of his real design,, and, through her,, not 
only prevent bloodshed but insure the safely and 
escHipe of her betrayer* 

But now she was cut o$f from rendering any 
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assifltaDoe to Mn. Somen. She knew that Yiixr 
TOj was on her track, yet she was there bonnd^ 
figaratively speaking, hand and foot, entirely 
helpless, utterly tongue-tied, when one word firom 
her lips could prevent that most fearful of all 
crimes — ^murder. The wretched girl, weeping in 
perplexity and sorrow, crept down the spiral 
staircase, and endeavoured to gain egress, but 
the door was locked securely, and she retraced 
her steps in deeper agony than ever. 

The night, which firom its first &il had been 
dull and starless, increased in gloom as morning 
came on, and when the dock struck two the 
turret was wrapped in the darkness of the grave. 
She listened to the wind that moaned dismally 
outside and through the dusteffng ivy with a 
ghostly sound that fell in terrible loneliness, 
until completely terror-striken she crouched 
against the wall, mingling her moans piteously 
with the wind, and not daring to move in the 
awe that paralysed her faculties. 

The famUy had been late in retiring at Ivy 
Tower upon the first night of Audley's absence, 
for each affectionately contributed to the comfort 



LOy£ OB HATBED. 277 

of the lonely wife, and it was the ^^ iron tongae of 
time'' telling them it was the first hoar after mid* 
night that warned them to separate. 

Florence, instead of endeavouring to forget her 
sadness in the land of dreams, after changing her 
silk robe for a loose dressing-gown, drew a chair 
to the table on which was burning a silver lamp, 
and taking some fairy little caps and laces from a 
work basket, began to sew, fondly thinking of the 
tiny head that was soon to fill the fairy fabric* 
Yet even as she sat thus the bloody hand of 
murder loomed over the sofb carpet. 

Her chair had been turned, so that her back 
was to the dressing-room, from which Fitzroy 
gazed upon her with the eyes of a demon, with- 
out a spark of pity in his heart for the second 
innocent life he meant to sacrifice to his revenge 
and hatred ; indeed^ if anything could have added 
a deeper fury to those passions, it was the sight 
of her as now she sat before him. His features 
worked with impotent rage, foam rose to his lips, 
and the face, by nature wonderfiilly handsome, was 
distorted to the image of Satan. The hell of 
crime was in his breast, and stamped the despair 
of perdition upon his features. 
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CHAPTER XXrV. 

WHO IB- THB MUjBDEUBr? 

'* Yet methinloi, 
The manner of jows tetb, shoolcl mwsh.aftui joa*" 

WlBSTlX. 

HoAtkillAbfa wQTQ.veiT; e^ft, tbalb stoile like* the 
cQ(B^og of a doy^ fis^m tb^Upsiof the: jQoog wi&/ 
as she bent her sonny locks over the. wosk Iwfkati 
that stood/ boside tbi^, sih^er lamp* . liTaver did she 
iQpk.more Iay^ thauia.tbat looser white dxMi9- 
ing^gQ^Ro.; never didhes f^ assmn^ & sweeter, 
hi|ij}gier expression than as her snowy fing^ra 
foodled. the light finei;y of hei^ anhorn. baJbe. 

Sooketbing^cold aodihaid^waSf pressed against 
the* sidA of her tempk ia th^ Jjiidst of her. kying, 

" Stir not, or I fire^" hissed a.voM5e,aloaetoheir 
eai;^ and Fit^^roy held a pistol ta hei head iai the 
same positian aa^he had. asaomed. at. tha miser- 
able ladgjb^gfhQf Missc Baj^oMmd's on I^ew Year's 
Em . 

Sheopnldnot.baiw^ aetiexiUatedi sha eonld not 
havie qtirred»,o¥en ifi shA. dared^ fori tha sudden. 
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traoBition firom joy to horror had deprived her of 
the power of both speech and motion. 

The weapon descended a little as he resamed— 

'^ I ha^e tested yoor oonrage before this, but 
the nerves of married ladies may not bear the 
same handling as that of widows.^* 

A yivid blosh alone showed that he was under- 
stood, for if a homan being could be petrified 
into marble it could scarcely seem more lifeless 
than Florence. 

''Your strength is shaken," he went on, 
mockingly, '^ for when 1 held this good weapon a 
short time since to this fisdr brow you shrank not, 
neither did a trace of colour betray the least 
alarm; now you are crimson, and it is with 
fear. Do you remember, Miss Raymond's house 
was empty then ; e^en lodgers fled from evil ?" 

He pressed his hand upon her arm with vindic- 
tive tightness as he continued— 

'^ Florence, I first saw you as an angel, who 
could have won my soul for heaven, despite the 
ties of right or kindred ; for I acknowledge no 
rights but those of nature, no ties but those of 
love. You were wedded to another, so was I ; 
but my passion overstepped all barriers, all re- 
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Btraints ; I worshipped^ adored^ aad sought to win 
yoa; was repulsed^ avoided, and Bcorned; 1117 
heart changed , and all the gentleness of my soul 
was turned to the fierceness of a tiger; then 
vengeance took the place of love." 

A frown gathered for a second on her face^ bat 
she repressed it 

'^ Yon do not like to hear this, but you must. 
You retired from society that you might not come- 
in contact with me^ who, possessing the confi- 
dence of Colonel Werter, was independent of 
you. 1^0 not deny that it was with my assist- 
ance your husband became involved in difficulties,, 
ruinous debts, from which I released him, and 
thus became his frequent guest, meeting your 
disdain with fortitude^ because revenge prompted 
me to patience. Your husband died; how or 
wherefore it does not signify yet awhile ; suffice 
it that Lilymount passed into my possession, and 
you were homeless. Again I sought your pre-» 
sence, and oh I where were then the angry feel- 
ings that had possessed me ? Your calm sorrow, 
your witching beauty drove them all away, and I 
offered the old homestead for your acceptance ; 
but even Lilymount, which I knew to be part of 
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yonr wedding portioBt was rqjeetod acomliillji. 
Tet whj do I dwell upcHi Uiooe thkigB, wlmtk 
ewerj momeot is a precious treasure? Eaoash^ 
I loved you, and waa rcjjected, hmnblad, and 
Towed reyenge. Fkoranoe^ it has oomo at lastj' 

He released hei ann^ and smiled at the deep 
impress his Cngers had made upon its 8az6«a. 

'' I have hurt jon, and yet yon wince mat,,^ he 
remarked. 

'' I fdt it not,** the whispered^ speakingfe the 
first time,t J^ ^^^ daring eren to glance ronnd 
the roorn^ fi>r the inalrvnent of mnrder was again 
staring her £^1 in the faoi^ while the top of her 
enemy's finger was laid lightly upon the trigger.. 

^^ Sweet little lamb/* he aaid| fastening his sjesi 
upon her with a more isMaolting look,. '' one }aa» 
from those rahy lips $ it is the first that even 
FifeDQoy has yet attemp4»d.** 

She had not shuddered when the pistol waa 
pseaaed to her temples, but when ske felt his 
loathsome caress her whole finme toemUed with 
intenso hosror ; she waa powerless to do moKO, 
fo9 a menacing glanoe warned hoc to sileooo. 

^^ Yea,. Hoience, veogeance has oomei at last, 
sad it is Teiy pneious,. especial]^ as aU itsstrug- 
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tkiBvt a lonrimg wedlmskrwyomnj with Aadlejrw^now 
(^ugid,pathtoit«arQcwipl]8h[iuaoA2 Mul Sdmeroy. 
lp«ik upon thiB piftce; df irooi, fisr I swear if tho 
sligbteat se^und. ^aodpea yoat lips I will diacbaige 
Ua caiitoRts. iate your bflzaiiL tlial^ kstaftt 'SaWy 
do you hear me ?" 

Shet shot bee eyea in token tfaait she did^ aod he 
flmUe4 griiaty in approval. 

^^ Yery good|'' said tbfi nsore^^. while Tuuton^'^ 
soimgly toi himfielf the ifi^olver diNStopedi until its 
mwddj faced thej giocmd.. ^^ A man is/ virtaomt 
QQCCt^ in. 9i lifetAine^ and it. is womaa who meta-» 
mfirphoaa& hikn iinto a. dei^iL I grew to mau'v 
eotoie full of neetituda and honour. I was weddedl 
without lo¥e for thet sake of the; glittering coiosi 
my wifa wosddi bxijog mei Fate threw aoiother in 
mijr paih| who hadi thai poiwei: to rouse, my torpid 
heart with a fierce flame.; but ii glowed upon, the 
altar of a heathem goddess^ who had no fa^ in 
it) and crushed its fscvoor unitil it blazed out mon^ 
tenribly^ in anothec opening^^that opening wasi 
nevenge. I dkeamed over* a long space: of timey 
andiwokoi to find my idol wedded to anetber; 
Ohanae eieparated the hnsfaand from the wife^ 
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Tengeance slunk into her dressing-room to spill 
the blood of its yictinu Look at this hand ; it wUl 
soon be reeking with the red current of your life. 
Florence, why do you not wince and tremble now ? 
Surely this tale is more horrible than my kiss ?" 

She stood without moving a muscle, except the 
nervous twitching of her mouth. 

<< Do you not hear me ? I came here to murder 
you — ^you, who were destiued to become the 
mother of Audley's child,'* 

Her lips moved, a tear fell upon her cheek, 
and her eyes were raised imploringly for a second* 
He looked upon her with a feeling almost of 
pity, for her face was sublime in tenderness, al- 
though extreme terror was marked on every 
feature ; but compassion changed to sternness as 
the torturer again clasped her arm like a vice. 

" My hate for you," he hissed, " has not only 
turned my nature to gall and bitterness, but 
worried my brain to madness. I appeared to be 
your husband's friend, yet hated him, not only 
for the happiness he possessed, but because I 
coveted Lilymount; and when Colonel Werter 
died — Stir not — start not — make but a sound, 
and I will kill you thus ; it was by my hand — 
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yes, your hnsband died by my hand. Ha I dare 
yon move another inchi and I fire— T Bwear I 
will. 

^^ Listen. One night I found a starving wretch 
on London Bridge, who, to save the life of a 
sister and her infant, became my ready tooL I 
bribed him into my service ; he was the chemist 
who mixed your husband's medicine, and who 
baffled the skill of even Dr. Ormond in detecting 
the fatal drug that they contained. This tool— 
this Frederick Norcott — Start not so, I com- 
mand you. This Frederick Norcott turned out 
to be the brother of my wife, and it was her 
child and mine he saved from starvation. Strange 
coincidence ; but it was your fatal power did all 
this — ^your fatal beauty that made me flee from 
Eleanor Fairfield, leaving her and Hatty to live 
or die as best they could. I am the murderer of 
Colonel Werter, although it was my wife's 
brother who administered the poison." 

During this revelation, Florence's eyes were 
riveted straight before her ; her white lips were 
rigid, and the clammy damp of horror broke 
over her death-like brow. Once or twice she 
gasped spasmodically, as though his words were 
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^AoioBg her, but ift no other inpt— tb did 
yi M M oe of mmd fonake her* 

'' Now fixr another sobject Yon haye under 
ihis yeey roof a traitteeB, deeper even Aan Sitz- 
foj. LoiuM — Lady WMow Inn loi^ eo^ted 
the lo^e of your hneband. . She it mm iHm 
faronght me here-— for wfaatydiink yonY Thn 
Tomantie fool plotted a ninaway mafeli 1(St yim 
and L Now would yon prefer the peaoe^tlin 
happinoM if yoa will^ of each n flight to thia» 
VIorenoo— to this P* 

He raised the weapon and held it oloeer to 

her. 

'< Speak noty but if yon ohooae flight, peiat to 
yonder window; if the eontente of Ikia, movn 
yonr right hand thna." 

Slowly, and like one in a dreamy die aofod 
the hand indicated towards the pietoL 

'^ Death I yon prefer death. Tea, yon toU me 
that before/' 

He remoYed his fingers from her braised arm, 
and retiring a step, contemplated her fe>aGi head 
to foot ; then from between his clenched teefli he 
mattered — 

** Audley Somers will nerer look itpfsa his mSt 
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rngam. He left ywi this eveniiig, intenahig to 
return in & few days ; lie was •mtylaid— Ha 1 
make an<ythei* sotind Hke that, and ywi will be a 
corpse before me. Yes, he was waylaid — mnr- 
ilered — feUled hf my liand. Audley is dead.*' 

Her tongue had cloven to her mouth before ; 
but now a scream, sodden and piercing, like the 
Tending apart oF soul -and body, rang through the 
Toom. A shot was fired, and Florefnce staggered 
Streaming with blood ; through the fog of smoke 
she saw her ^nemy'B face glaring terrible upon 
her, and the pistol raised again, but "with one 
desperate effort she caught his hand, and quick 
as lightning, directed it backwards. There wais 
aiuother shot, a thicker vmoke enveloped her ; and 
a heavy body fell at her feet Then loud cries 
tssned through the lobbies, ^trors ^ere banged, 
and the voice of several people rushing into the 
apartment came in a conAised mass upon her 
brain, yet she saw nothing but the bteeding 
body of Fitzroy, and felt nothing bnt that Audley 
was lost to her for ever. 

Frederick Korcott, half dressed, -was the first 
to enter, and *with an ^aculalfton of terror at re- 
cognising in the horrible Bpectacle before lum the 
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hated husband of his unfortanate sister, cried to 
Lindley, who had been the next to follow — 

'* Bolt that door, and on your life let not Ella 
Fairfield here." 

Bnt it was too late ; for, forcing past him, in- 
stinctively feeling that she was concerned in 
whatever had occurred, Mrs. Fairfield rushed to 
the prostrate body, and with a dismal cry knelt 
beside it. She spoke not, but raising the lifeless 
head upon her lap, pressed the bloody form of 
her husband to her bosom, kissed his breathless 
lips, and remained as motionless as if she feared 
to break that endless sleep. Her heart seemed 
broken, and the only sign she made of its despair 
were the low moans that came from her livid 
lips. 

^^This scene explains itself," said Norcott^ 
pointing to Florence, who stood with one arm 
round the terrified Lily, while the other hung 
loosely by her side ; the crimson gore oozed slowly 
from her shoulder, and trickled down her white 
dressing gown. Tet her eyes, far from losing 
their natural brilliancy, burned fiercely with an 
inward fire, and her cheeks, before pallid, now 
j^lowed with the hue of scarlet. 
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Lindley's quick eye took in all before him at a 
glanoei and perceiving that Lily's mother needed 
medical aid at once^ darted oat of the room ; her 
fright and excitement were now the greatest 
dangers to be contended with. 

" Does he breathe ?" whispered Florence, turn- 
ing her eyes to the stiffening limbs with a 
shiver. 

" 1 fear not," returned Sir Winfred. 

" Fear not I" she repeated, " hope not rather ; 
look at that weapon now within his nerveless 
grasp. It was aimed a second time at my 
life." 

She glanced at her wounded arm, and a smile 
of triumph flitted over her face. 

" Yes, for a second time," she murmured ; "it 
was his own finger that drew the trigger, and 
sent into his own brains the fatal ball that 

% 

was meant for mine. Think you that I regret 
it? No. My greatest glory is to be that vil- 
lain's slayer, and would that another spark of 
vitality still remained, that I might crush it out 
of his worthless carcase. Ha! ha! this is my 
glory — ^this is my triumph, to be the revenger of 

VOL. III. o 
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mj husband^ blood. Nay, cAart not, Frederick 
Nofoott, cor jou, EUa Eatrfield) poor mmata^ 
Weep on over jour yilo dead, for it is atill timm 
ODOOgh for jastice, which fawi ahndy been «• 
tardy. Fear not— *it la not Colonel Werter\i 
blood that cries to me for vengeance aft^ the 
Bpaoe of years. No ; it is the hot stream liiat 
flowed this night from the veins of Andley 
f omers." 

A stifled scream made her pansa She had 
drawn hersdf to her fiiUesi height; h^ eyes 
almost emitted firci and her wbde bearing wafli 
that of frenzy, when the scream recalled her, A>r 
Isneeling at her feet> with a face more livid tiian 
the ghastly coipse. Lady Winlow leokewl wildly 
np» 

<^ What is that yon say?" she asked. '< Who 
IB dead P — ^not he? Oh I in m^rcy, say not 
Andley." 

•* Yes," returned Mrs. Somers, fiercely, " dse 
why should I be thus ? Oh I fer the strength of 
a wild beast, to tear diat carcase limb from limbi 
Fly from me, all <rf you^ ^dt my soul is arging 
me on to double murder I Ont of my sight, 
Louisa, or I will lay dangerous hands mpon you. 
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Woman, let go my dress. Ha ! ha ! why do you 
mock me with that senseless mummery ? This is 
no time for chiid*s play. Fly, David — Susan ; 
flj all of you, and loose the bloodhounds on my 
Audley's track. What? will none obey me? 
Where is Williaiji Lindley ? He, at least, will 
help. Hal ha! ha I cowards — ^fools ; but I will 
go myself." 

She wcenched herself froicn the ^ca^ip of Lily 
and Lady Winlow, to run towards the door;; but 
suddenly stopping, as if something impeded her 
path, she tossed her arms about wildly, and witb 
her eyes glaring upon the ground, she ^asped*"^ 

^'Ohl — obi he is there— before ime— at my 
feet Audley, my murdered husband ; look-^ 
look ; he bleeds— he dies^ HeJjp — ^heJjp— jhelp." 

Senseless and exhailsted, she fell into the axma 
of her maid, who had closely foUo>wi6d, expecting 
the jresult of the overtaxed stren,gtb of her su£Ber-' 
iiig mistress^ and with the aasistauce of another 
domestic, they removed her from the fearfal 
scene to the chamber before occupied .by Lady 
Winlow, whose guilt was forgotten in the poor 
wife's greater sorrow. 

•0 2 
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OHAPTEB XXV. 



8IK WINFRfiD RECEIVES A VISIT FROK HIS WIFX. 



" Tliefe is no trotli of any good 
To be diicanied on oarth." 



The intense misery depicted on Lily's yoong fiioe 
when her mother thmst her aside was pitiable to 
behold^ and after Florence was borne from the 
apartment, she looked ronnd in search of sym- 
pathy, bat only met deeper anguish and distress 
than her own. 

Mrs. Fairfield still moaned beside her dead 
husband, while Sir "Winfred, with tears stream- 
ing down his cheeks^ turned aside, unable to look 
upon her almost mute despair. 

Frederick Norcott, the instant Mrs. Somers 
spoke of her murdered hnsband, had staggered 
to a chair like a drunken man ; and in the wist- 
ful glance that the little girl cast on each &ce, 
she saw that his features had assumed an un- 
natural appearance^ and that his limbs were 
almost as helpless as those of Fitzroy. 

In an instant the brave child sprang to his 
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side ; bat, with a crj^ she recoiled as swiftly — for 
sitting upright^ with his vacant eyes turned still 
upon Ella, the unfortunate Frederick scarcely 
seemed to breathe. 

His sufferings had remained unnoticed in the 
confusion of what had passed, and he looked now 
completely unconscious of any presence except 
his sister's. 

Mrs. Fairfield, who had scarcely moved after 
first kneeling beside her husband, looked up at 
Lily's cry ; and seeing Sir Winfred standing near 
her brother with a new alarm upon his counten- 
ance, she lifted the heavy head from her lap, laid 
it gently down, and rose. 

The Baronet advanced, and, taking her hand, 
endeavoured to lead her from the scene ; but she 
forced it from him, and, pushing everyone aside, 
flung her arms around Frederick's neck and wept 
bitterly. 

"I have killed him I'* she cried. "Oh I my 
brother, I have killed him at last I" 

They were the qnly tears she shed, the only 
words she uttered ; and no one attempted to sooth 
her, or check them. 

" Come with me, Lily," whispered a voice in 
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tke little girrs ear ; and, starti ng roand, she saw 
Lindlej wiping the moistare from his heated 
brow. 

^^ I mast see mother/* she replied. *' Margaret 
would not allow me to go with her ; but I most 
see my m<>ther now.** 

"You cannot; Lily dear,** he said, "just yet; 
but fear nothing, for I have brought a physiciaD, 
who is with her, and she will be better presently. 
In the meantime come with me to tiie library, for 
Bamber and Charley are there— -the former nearly 
scared to death. I have told them what occurred ; 
your presence will re-assure them.** 

'^ No, William ; if I cannot go to my mother, I 
will stay with Mrs. Fairfield.** 

^' Tou can do her no good ; besides, she has 
Lady Winlow with her, who is the best comforter, 
because she never feels anything herself. But if 
you think Mrs. Fairfield would like us to remain, 
we had better do so ; and see, she has just looked 
round, as though she missed you. Qo nearer, 
LUy.** 

This second attack of apoplexy, probably pro- 
duced in Mr. Norcott by excitement and &tigue, 
appeared in a more aggravated form than at Lily- 
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Qtoaut) and was regarded with anfeigoed sorrofw 
by the hoasehold, ta some of whom he had eo« 
deared himself by hU simple kindness^ eyen in 
the short spaoe he bad been »t Ivy Tower ; and 
those who brought him back to his apartment, 
SKonnaredan inaudible^ bat friendly wish, for his 
speedy recoTery. 

Lady Winlow had remained an almost passive 
observer of all that happened, after evinoing her 
terrible interest in Andley's fate by that frightful 
acream, and the uncontrollable impulse she then 
felt to throw herself at her rival's feet; but once 
that feeling subsided, she appeared as tranquil as 
if notlung nnusoal had taken plaoe. 

Retiring to another apartment, not to rest, but 
to complete her toilet — ^for the morning's glim« 
m€ar had expanded into open day«-^and wheo 
dressed with her accustomed care of outward 
forms, Louisa descended to the- library, where she 
was met by Charley and Bamber. 

<^ObI Loui," exclaimed the former, ^H am 
glad it is you^ for if it was anyone else, I should 
be lectured because I hurt Lindley's hand while 
hB forced me here. He had no right to lode us 
ia, for when I heard the ehot I only wanted to 
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know from whence it came, and what it meant; 
but the meddling monkey wonld not allow me, 
and I wanted to see that horrid man so much.** 

^^ And look at how my fingers bleed F' put in 
Bamber, ^^ by trying to M>pen the door, because I 
heard the servants say, as they passed, that 
mother was, in some measure, wounded, and I 
wanted to see her.** 

'^The door was locked on the outside,*' re- 
turned Lady Winlow. ^* I advised you both to 
go to your room again ; but, be cautious, for your 
mother is ill, and further disturbance may do 
harm. Make no noise." 

With clasped hands and light footsteps, the 
ehildren crept along the corridor, until they came 
to the door leading to the tower. Then Bamber, 
much startled, clung to his brother, exclaiming — 
''Hark I what is that? Surely I heard a 
moan I" 

Upon the moment, an unearthly sound pro- 
ceeded from the spiral staircase, which made them 
flee to the nearest place of safety. 

Sir Winfred, after seeing the lifeless body 
decently disposed of, returned to his room, ru« 
zninating on the safety of Mrs. Somers, whose 
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incoherent words about Aadley's death he had 
interpreted into the language of frenzy, and given 
no credence to it in conseqnence ; bat these medi- 
tations were interrupted by a low tapping at the 
door, and, to his amazement, Ladj Winlow 
entered. 

" My wife 1" he murmured. " My Loui, wel- 
come a thousand times." 

" Hear what I have to tell you," she replied, 
" and you may not repeat that welcome." 

" You will be still my wife, and nothing that 
you can say shall alter my will to love and pro- 
tect you." 

^^To protect me perhaps," she repeated, as her 
lips quivered for a second ; ** but never to love me 
more." 

^* Yes, it is my marriage vow ; and, come what 
may, I will keep it, so help me heaven." 

^^ It is not that you swear that I believe, but 
only because I feel I can throw myself on your 
generosity ; and that you will not only advise for 
the best, but protect me if you can." 

'^ You alarm me. What danger am I to ap- 
prehend from this ? Surely the result of the last 

o 5 
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Ufw botm were teitible enoogh without any new 
•lann to aggravate them." 

Lady Winlow aeated herself upon a lounge, 
and signed to a chair opposite for Sir Win&ed. 
He took it mechanically^ watdiing her attentirelji 
and apparently dreading the opening of her lips 
again. She drew a jewelled watch from her side, 
looking steadfastly at the dial, as she remarked— 

<^ Xime wears on i^ace ; it is now six o'clock, 
and I mnat be brief" 
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CHAPTER XXVL 

A fiUSBAKD^S HAGNAKIMXTT. 

*' Oh, thoa all bearing Earth, 
Which men do gape for, till thoa cramm'et their moatlu 
And ohoak'st their tlir<M>t0 iriih dust; ofpett iAxy br«a«t 
And let me idnk into thee." 

MABiroii. 

Qni^y for an instant did the self-possession of 
Lady Winlow waver^ when she found herself face 
to fJEice with her husband^ and in a calm voice she 
then resumed — 

" I was a very poor ^1 when you married me, 
Sir Winfred, but it was no mercenary motive that 
induced me to accept your suit ; it was because I 
imagined myself slighted by one whom I secretly 
loved, and who, after circumstances proved, or 
rather appeared to prove, had returned my affec- 
tion ; but that knowledge, even if it were true, 
came too late, for each had given their hand to 
another ; your kindness, your goodness, made me 
for a time forget him, for I was happy in Florence, 
pleased with change of scenery and clime, it was 
only the tidings of his marriage with my father's 
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widow that showed me the real state of my heart, 
and*' — Lady Winlow paused, for her husband 
had leaped from his seat excitedly. 

" Marriage with yoor father's widow/' he re- 
peatedy ^* with Florence. Then Major Somers 



u 



'^ He whom I have loved so long and deeply." 

'* Hush ! speak not another word as yet, let ma 
recover this. For you have cruelly deceived me." 

She looked again at her watch, and with a ges^ 
ture of impatience, said — 

^^ If you would aid me, every moment that 
passes is fraught with danger. I know 1 have 
deceived you most cruelly. I brought you here 
under the same roof with Audley ; and oh I I am 
guilty of a worse crime, a deeper deception than 
e?en this." 

*^ Louisa, tell me no more, for that crime must 
never insult the ear of a betrayed husband. 
Whatever be your danger I am willing to help 
you, but if you would keep me sane, let it be 
without laying bare the enormity of the wrong 
that you have done me." 

^^ You mistake, for I swear most sacredly that 
in all but the preference for another, I am true to 
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you, true as your wife should be. No, Sir Win- 
fred, the deeds of the poor governess in that way 
shall never stain the shield of your proud ances* 
tors." 

^* What is the crime you speak of?" 
^' It relates to the murder of last night." 
Terrible as were her words, they seemed to have 
removed a heavy load from the mind of the 
Baronet, for, turning towards her with moro 
gentleness than he had before assumed, he bade 
her explain more explicitly what she meant. 

** It matters not now," she said, '* how my 
incredulity has been played upon, how I have 
been duped, that I can tell you when I have moro 
leisure; suffice it that it was the man Fitzroy 
who urged me to come to Ivy Tower, but it was 
my own heart that prompted and pleaded with 
me until I did so. Florence was my rival. I 
hated her, not only for that, but because I believed 
she won Audley into the faith that I was false to 
him. Fitzroy loved her, or at least I thought he 
did ; he craved for one last interview, and it was 
I, who, only a few hours ago admitted him into 
this fatal house. But, Oh 1 1 swear most solemnly^ 
I did not think he meant to kill her." 
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Sir Winfired spoke act, bat paced the room 
with rapid stridee and a gloomy brew. 

^*l know snepicion reste apon me; that an 
inqnest will be held this morning, and the least 
punishment allotted to me will be imprisonment. 
Oh| my husband, if yon do not save me^^Winfired 
— Winfred, why do yon turn away ; why do f ou 
not speak; this silenoe is worse than all yoa 
oould say." 

^^ How did yon admit him ? " 

<' By the glass door leading to the garden.*' 

" At what hour— was it dark ? ** 

<' It was darkinnusoally so for a summer nighty 
and an hour before all had retired to bed« I hid 
him in her dressingroom." 

^^Had you a light? Perhaps you were not 
observed ; and you need not reveal anything 
i^ainst yourself— -but where were you all the 
time that Mrs. Somers thought you slept in the 
evening?'* 

*^ Out)*' she stammered. 

'^ Out — ^unfortunate girl— out where ? " 

^^ I went to my bedroom after Major Somers 
had taken leave^ as I felt ill and tired^ which 
must have caused me to faint^ for I found myself 
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lying upon the oarpet, and when safficientlj 
covered I went into the lawi>-— it was aboat 
deven o'clock then.'* 
« With what olject ? " 

^^ In the hope of meetiqg Fitzroy^ for he was 
always near Florence. I did so, and then agreed 
to admit him at one o'clock/' 

<< A rile treachery* Oh I Lady Winlow, had 
yon not one womanly feeling to save yon from 
this wickedness ? bat yon are my wife, and 
although my soul condemnB me for so doing, I 
will save you. It waa eleven o'clock when yon 
first went cat, yon say^ a time the most likely for 
the servants to be employed in some domestic 
duty, and perhaps yon were not observed to leave 
the house." 

'^ I saw a female figure in the shrubbery, and I 
fear she must have known who I was, for she 
av(»ded me. Oh I Sir Winfred| grant me the 
pity I denied to others, and save me now from 
this disgrace." 

She arose with clasped hands, and the reserve 
of her former manner disappeared, as she stood 
before him. 

*^ Oh I my husband," she exclaimed, ^* I own 



304 IiOTX OB HATEBD. 

-my follies, forgive ^them if you can, for I hare 
beea severely chastened. Humbly I crave your 
mercy, and seek yonr protection ; not daring to 
ask if yoa oonld take me again to yonr heart as 
a wife, for of that I am unworthy, although 
the respect and affection I ever felt for you are 
now come back a thousand-fold ; not because I 
beg you to save me, not because I think Audley 
Somers lies a corpse by the road-side, for I knov^ 
that he is alive and well this present moment^ 
that the report was false^ and only used as a 
means of torment by a crafty villain to terrify a 
loving wife. No, not because of these, but the 
result of my duplicity has given me a terrible 
lesson, taught the value of a husband's love, and 
the hoUowness of unlawful passion. Oh I Sir 
Winfred, if a trace of the old affection yet re- 
mains for your guilty wife, pity and protect her." 
" ** With my life, Loui," he replied, " yes, with 
my life, poor child. What would you do ? " 
" Ply ; escape from this horrid place.*' 
*^ No. That would be to acknowledge what 
you now but dread, the imputation of being an 
accomplice in this fearfiil business. No, we shall 
remain, and abide the issue of the inquest; in 
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the meantime we must be wary, and endeaTOor to 
discover who it was you saw in the shrabberyt 
for still I hope that you were not seen in company 
with the unfortunate man whose villany has sealed 
bis doom, and it is not likely that mortal eye saw 
you admitting him/' 

" Oh I Winfred, 1 dare not stay. This murder 
may almost be laid to my charge ; let us fly to 
some place, anywhere, that I may drag out the 
remainder of my days in penitence. Oh I hus- 
band, have compassion upon me, and — but hark ; 
good heaven, what is that. Win&ed, save, oh I 



save me." 



A shrill scream had made Lady Winlow start,, 
and cling to her husband in frantic terror. 

" Louisa," he said, " be firm, or you are lost ; 
recall your courage, and remain here until I learn 
what is the meaning of this uproar." 

Li the brief interview between the husband 
and wife a great change had come over Lady 
Winlow ; her pride was gone, her self-possession 
had deserted her, and struggling desperately for 
composure she followed Sir Winfred from the 
room, not daring to remain alone. 

His first impression at the new alarm was that 
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noroooe was either dead or dying ; kk neit^ that 
pwhaps the feaifal acena she had gene throng 
had tamed her brain, and that ahe waa a eon^ 
finned lonatic; Bat as they passed h^ apartr 
ment all within was tranquil, and the doetor, 
who jost then stepped forth to see what the noise 
meant| asaored the Baronet that hia pati^it was 
better and cafaner than ooald he expected nnder 
the circnmstanoesi and with an injonction to have 
the noise at once quelled for her sakey the 
physician returned to Mrs. Somers. 

Charley and Bamb^, after hearing the moans 
in the tower fled along the corridor, and stopped 
not until they took refuge in the butler's room; 
but that respectable functionary, not too well 
pleased at being aroused from his morning's nap, 
which was rendered all the sweeter by haying his 
former slumbers so unmercifiiUy disturbed , greeted 
them with a ferocious growl^ that almost made 
Bamber weep. 

'^ Wake up, David, and don't be cros8,maa,'' 
cried Charley ; ^^ wake upi for there's a ghost in 
the turret/' 

*^ Ghosts and murderers, Master Charley, may 
keep company together, for I like not their 
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tooiefy/' replied tbe butler ; '^ aad^ angels guard 
nSjwegot enoagh of them last night Qo to 
Margaret or Saaan with your goUin stories ; I 
mast have my sleep out." 

^^ Then keep my brother here, and he will not 
prev^oit yoo^'* said the boy, cfaackling at the 
prospect of terrifying the female serranta. 

'^ That I will, and bless his handsome fiaooy*^ 
retmned the man, now wide awake ; ^^ but after 
all I think it is time to rise ; so mn off Master 
Charley, for there is mischief in yoor eyes, and I 
will take care of this bonny boy." 

Little Bamber had always been a pet with 
David, who made boats and hoorses for hun in a 
miraculous manner, and he was well satisfied with 
the arrangement, while Charlie, glad to get rid 
of both, remained only to compose his features 
before he went in search of the housemaid, who 
was in the break&st parlour with the cook, for 
the idea of a dead man lying under ilie same roof 
wkh them, rendered one afraid to stir without the 
other. 

On the upper story Lily's bedroom was the first 
to be met with after passing the turret door, and 
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framiDg an excuse to send one of the girls there^ 
Charley hastily entered the parloor. 

'* Margaret/' he cried ; " Margaret run quickly 
to Miss Lily's room, for Lady Winlow wants you 
there without delay/' 

The girl knew that Mrs. Somers now occupied 
the apartment that had before been allotted to 
her guest, and did not suspect the boy of false- 
hood, although she hesitated; then positively 
refused to move unless Susan accompanied her. 
'^ But my lady only asked for you/' remonstrated 
the other, " and I will have to return here by 
myself^ unless Master Charley comes too. I 
would not stay here alone were my wages doubled 
or trebled." 

^^ I shall escort you by all means," he answered, 
** if you are quick about it." 

And they followed him quickly enough until 
they neared the place where lay the remains of 
Fitzroy ; then each clung to the boy's arm with 
hushed breath and noiseless tread^ until they were 
safe beyond it. 

The turret door was on the other side of the 
corridor, and to avoid the vicinity of death they 
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walked as near that wall as possible ; but as their 
feet fell upon the matting a prolonged groan 
brought forth the shrill scream from Margaret 
that had startled Lady Winlow. Charley waa 
not prepared for this, and clasping his hand over 
her mouth bade her be still, or he would choke 
her. But groan after groan continued to proceed 
from the spiral staircase, and the girls, unable to 
overcome their terror, ran with stifled shrieks 
until they met David, who, on hearing the first 
outbreak left Bamber, while he flew to see what 
further mischief it portended. 

" Shame, Master Charley," he said, " and your 
mother so ill. I told you no good would come of 
your wild tricks, and this is no time for playing 
them. What have you been doing to frighten 
those silly wenches so ?^* 

At this moment Sir Winfred and Lady Winlow 
joined them. 

" It wasn*t Master Charley's fault,*' returned 
Margaret, " for oh, law, my lady, the spirit of the 
dead man is haunting the tower. Save us from 
such moans. Hush I you can hear them almost 
from this spot" 
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<^ I flfii aare/' persiatdd David^ ^' from Ittaetcor 
Gharle/fl look, it was all hm doing.'' 

^' It is nothing of the kind^ and 1 iroold advise 
yon, my lady^ not to go near the iower a^un, or 
jou will get a bigger fid^t than yon Jiave got 
already. For alter all it is not so bad, yoa know, 
ix> see a man lying dead after being naturally shot 
throngh the heart, as to hear the complaintSi aa I 
might say, of a troubled soul a£berwaxds ; wbick 
my lady^ appears for all the world as if it had 
been too guilty for purgatory, and had got a few 
hours grace from Satan for the sake of keeping 
watch over his uninterred body, that botb by 
keeping company might go tibe safer to the hotter 
place, you know, my lady." 

^^ Is the girl mad ? We are after passing the 
tower this instant" 

^^ She is to be excused,** answcoredSir Wimfired ; 
who, while the cook gabbled over tba ktlier 
explanation in her own fashion, had retraced his 
steps to the turret door, and his looks now verified 
some of her remarks, for he was unosoally pale. 

'^Perhaps Lady Wiolow had better retire/' 
suggested David. 
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" Not SO ; I shall accompany you. Proceed, for 
you have got the key." 

" I left it in my room, my lady ; but shall be 
back presently.** 

The butler ran away as he spoke, while the 
Baronet and bia wife, escorted only by Charley 
hurried along the corridor, for ihe girls preferred 
keeping at a civil distance from the mystic visitor 
whatever or whoever it might be. 

All within was silence, nntil Sir Winfred 
rwMled the handle, then each was Btarded by the 
unearthly sound that had already terrified the 
servants, and Sir Winfred grew pater as he 
watched the key turning in the lock, dreading iKhe 
result for his wife's sake. 
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CHAPTER XXVIL 

IN THE TUBRET. 

*' Those that are dead. 
Are dead i had th^ not now died, of necessitj 
They must have paid the debt they owed to natnre 
One time or other." 

FOBD. 

The door was opened, and they ascended a few 
flteps of the spiral staircase ; sometbing lay upon 
their, path — a heap of clothes. It moved; it was 
a woman's form lying prostrate, and almost nn- 
<3onscioas, with her face pressed against the floor, 
and her hands clenched tightly together. 

The Baronet was the first to advance; he 
tonched her, and she raised her head ; he shook 
her gently, and the face moved slowly round. 
Then in amazement he recognised his Hastings 
visitor, the lady of the charity list and the reticule. 
She still wore the bonnet and veil, part of which 
<^ncealed her forehead ; but the green spectacles 
did not now hide the sharp intelligent eyes, for 
ihey lay in shivers at her feet, and the dark orbs 
were lifted to the Baronet's face in an agony of 
fear, that claimed the good man's pity. 
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Louisa bad watched every movement of her 
husband, and when the face of Letitia Horace 
was revealed she leaned against the wall for sup- 
port» 

The unfortunate Harriet Thompson, in the 
midst of her superstitious terror, had heard the 
pistol shots, hasty footsteps running to and fro, 
the confusion, the alarm, and knew that murder 
had been done, while she, who had been armed 
with the power to prevent it, lay inactive there. 

" Oh 1 Winfred," whispered Louisa, ** there is 
some terrible meaning in this woman's presence 
here. I know her ; she is Letitia Horace. I can 
explain more anon, only now let us flee from this 
place at once.'* 

**Hushl Lady Winlow," he replied, in the 
same tone; ^^ do not betray yourself! Where is 
your presence of mind that you are such a coward 
now I" 

He assisted the woman to a sitting posture, 
and questioned her, but she appeared too prostrate 
to give any intelligent reply* 

** David, bring hither some wine, or brandy," 
he said; ^^and you, Charley, run off, and tell 

VOL. in. P 
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Margaret to prepare a bed, for tboa unfortimate 
Gieatare needs rest and proper attentioiu*' 

<<ObI Winfred," orged Lady Winlow, \rlmi 
the other had left them^ ^^ let as escape while 
there is time I I understand why this woman ia 
here. I believe her to be an aooomplioe of 
Fitzxoj. Oh I if you do not now saFO me I am 
lost for ever T' 

She sank beside him| weeping bitterly, whkh 
seemed to have more effect upon thestranger ihan 
the Baronet's eo^airieSi for with a violent effort 
to cast aside the letiiai^ that had fidlen upon 
her, Harriet tore off her disgaise^ and xose to her 
feet. 

^^ Good heaven I it is Harriet Thompson V^ eK- 
claimed Lady Winlow* 

^^ Yes," said the girl ; '^ it is the unlucky 
Harriet Ihcmipson, who as Letitia Horace oame 
to yoa at Hastings with £Etlehoods on her tongtie, 
treachery in her heart -—but oh I not nmrder on 
her sonl I'' 

She ceased speaking abrapUy, and pointed to 
the door. Sir Winfred shut and locked it, then 
listened to her in mate attention. 
• " Yes, it was I, Lady Winlow, who goaded and 
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gtang yoa,-— who wits, as 70a soy, the accomplice 

of Fitzroy, who saw yoa in the shrubbery last 

night before yoa admitted him into this nnlacky 

house. Do not shriek op feint — ^you look like 

enough to do either — but listen. I avoided yoa 

among the trees, because I knew that Edmond 

was not far off, and that I dare not reveal mjseif 

before him, for that to do so would but hurry the 

catastrophe I wished to prevent. I avoided yam 

them, although in the morning I dogged your 

footsteps, in the hope of whispering a few words 

into yoar ear; bat I failed— alas ! I failed — fer 

you were surrounded by gay friends. Yesterday 

I gave the warning to Miss Lily that I meant fiMr 

you'^yet, poor child, she did not heed it — ^and 
fearing she would not, I secreted myself in tke 

shrubbery to watch the movements of fltzroy, 

because I kne\v him to be intent on murder. I 

hid myself there in the hope of saving my poor 

mistress throK^h you. I Baw the meeting at 

eleven o'olook, and at one I followed him through 

the glass door, but lost bis track in missing the 

echo of a sii^gle footstep ; then I groped ^long a 

corridor, missed my way, for I thought that theifo 

p2 
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Stairs led to the sleeping apartmeDts, and, as joa 
see^ I was locked in this plaoe all night'* 

''What was the warning you intended to give 
Lady Winlow ?'* asked the Baronet 

''To tell her iliat Mr. Fitzroy^s motive in 
coming here was to commit murder, for had she 
known that, she would have cut off her hand 
rather than have drawn the bolt of that fittal 
glass door/' 

^' Girl, if you can be true to this poor lady now 
I will enrich you. Keep the secret of her share 
in this fearful business, and I shall not only save 
you — for you were an accomplice of Fitzroy's — 
but will recompense you with half my fortune." 

" What share had she in it ?'' asked Harriet, 
confusedly. 

'* That of being seen with him at any time or 
place." 

'' I understand — fear not I will be secret as 
the grave ; yet I covet not your riches^ only give 
me what will lend a semblance of virtue to my 
name; for though famine and hardship were 
henceforth to be my portion, I would not live an- 
other hour with my betrayer. Oh ! Miss Louisa I 
Oh! Lady Winlow I I was a happy girl when 
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first yon knew me^ althoogh I only wore at that 
time a cotton gown; happy because it was an 
honest heart that beat beneath it. Hush I here 
is the servant." 

The Baronet took the decanter and offered her 
some brandy, bat she merely pat it to her lips, 
and returned it to the salver. 

" I would prefer some milk," she said ; " but 
here is Master Charley, who I used to have so 
many squabbles with." 

" Why, is it not a ghost after all my trouble I" 
said the boy ; ^^ but only Harriet Thompson, the 
naughty girl who ran away from mother in 
Ireland." 

^^ Margaret and Susan will take charge of this 
woman, sir," said David, ** if you will join Major 
Somers, who has just arrived, and requests that 
you will attend him in the library, to explain as 
much as you know of the death. He is sadly 
chaffed, poor soul, because the doctor will not 
admit him into the presence of the poor mistress, 
fearing farther excitement would do her injury. 
I hear she has fallen into a sleep, and there is a 
good result hoped from it." 
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^Then, your mistress is not de&dP cried 
Harriet^ grasping the man's arm. 

« Ko— heaven he praised I hot doing hravely , 
as they say, in the north. Whatever is the 
matter with the girl? stars and garters ! she is 
exactly like the ghost the females took her for." 

*^ The death then — what death ? Speak man^ 
and quickly/* she cried, stamping her foot im- 
patiently. 

^'Ohl yon mean the mnrderer-— at least, he 
who meant to be so T' 

*' Yes— he. What of him? Where is he ?" 
^^ Oh I he is safe enough in hot quarters, and if 
not TU go bail to Satan for his safe security." 
^^ Is he dead ? is he murdered ?'' 
'^ He is dead, at all events^*' answered the 
bailer. ^^ But, my stars, the woman is goin^ 
deranged r 

*^ Dead I'' she cried, turning on Sir Wiofred, 
<^ dead, and you told me noi>*--dead, and I would 
have spilled my own blood to save faim.^' 

She paused to recover breath, then went on, ex- 
citedly — 

*^ I said that I would leave him, but I would 
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not, for I loved him better than all the world, yet 
did not move a hand to save him. Dead I Oh I 
Winfred Winlow I you have not now to deal with 
a betrayed woman, bnt with a fond one, the fniy 
of whose heart could not be appeased by the 
shame and sorrow of hundred such as you and 
your pale-faced lady tiiere. Wmlfth, fortune, 
what are they ? what have they done for me ? 
rendered! me the most miserable of GFodV crea- 
tures. Why was not I left alone in my honest 
poverty f It is such as you. Sir Winfted, that 
tempt a poor girl to sid. Look now to yourself, 
for of youp glittering g(M I will have none," 
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CHAPTER XXVIIL 

BEUNION. 

'* Serene will be our days and bright. 
And happy will onr nature be 
When lore is an unerring light. 
And joy its own Becnrily." 

WOBDSWOBTH. 

An hoar passed in intense anxiety respecting the 
critical situation of Florence Somers, daring 
which Lily hovered aboat her mother's chamber 
with her bare feet thrust into slippers, add the 
rest of her garments hanging loosely about her. 

She was still hovering near the chamber when 
the physician hurried past her ; but gazing back 
at her wistful face, he paused, and, laying hi& 
hand upon her head, said, kindly — 

" Poor little girl, you need not be alarmed, for 
your mother is better now, and you shall see her 
very soon, but in the meantime I want the young 
gentleman who brought me here." 

" William Lindley 1'* returned Lily, eagerly r 
*' Yonder is his room, and he is there.'* 

** Not so far away, Lily, but here beside you,'*^ 
said William, stepping forward. 
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'' I want to extract the ball/' explained the 
surgeon, in a low yoice^ ^^ and need your assist- 
ance. I sent a telegram to Onnond. Come with 
me/' 

Without replying, the lad accompanied the 
pompous physician, after signing to Lily with a 
pleading gesture to move away ; but the little 
girl, waiting only for them to enter the apart- 
ment, knelt before the door with clasped hands 
and streaming eyes, listening to every sound 
within. 

^^ Indeed, Doctor,'' she heard her mother say, 
<< you need not fear me, for I have endured a 
sharper pain to-night than the mere cutting of a 
bit of flesh." 

This was enough for the little figure outside, 
for dashing the tears from her cheeks, she sofUy 
opened the door, and stole beside the bed of the 
sufferer. 

" My LOy," said Florence, " you must leave 
me, for every cut of yonder instarument wiU be 
more deeply felt by you than by myself if you 
remain." 

'^ It will make you stronger to have me near 

p 5 
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joKLf dearest motlieri for you know I ooald not 
staj without yon.*' 

" It will, indeed, my brave girl, for I cannot 
fail to be sustained by your affection. And oh I 
I feel that I hare even more than this to live 
for." 

^^ Sweet mother, yes ; for father's sake yon will 
bear up against this triaL** 

^< Yes, fear me not; but, Lily, if he were 
dead?" 

** You could not think it, since nothing trae 
ever came from the lips that said he was." 

^^ You are right, dear. Now, Lily, take my 
hand, and, if you love me, hold it in your own 
thus. It will assure me of life and lore and 
happiness, while William can assist at the ether 
side the wounded arm. Doctor, you have been 
patient; come forward, for I am ready." 

As Mrs. Somers stopped speaking she turned, 
with a smile of assurance, to William, who, pale 
and red by turna, had listened with the deepest 
interest to the short dialogue between the two 
beings who were so dear to him. 

During the operation Florence seareely winced. 
The ball had entered her shoulder, yet doing little 
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move damage l^an deeply laoeratingthebeantiftil 
limb ; it took not long to remove, bat abort aB 
waa tbei time it seemied aa age of intense soffer- 
ii^ to lily, whose faoe, from which every trace 
of Qotonr had fled, worked canvukively with her 
internal stmggles to keep silent and motionless. 
Shei held hei naother'a hand, and her tender 
pxessore teatified sineerefy what her lips had not 
the power to nttear. 

The doctor adminds tared a composing draught, 
and had the satisfaction of seeao^ the sufferer 
sink into a quiet sleep, during which he was 
summoned to the library, to receive the anxious 
and terrified husbandi of hia patient. 

When Major Somers arrived ia London and 
went to the house of his friend M^'or Hamilton, 
he» found a later dispatch, Goantevmanding the 
form^ one, as another regiment had been sent 
to Winchester instead of his. Of this And ley, 
though as valiant a soldier as ever lived, was 
not Sony, for the parting from Florence had 
rendered Urn dispirited, despite all that reason 
could suggest to the contrary, and it required the 
warmest eloquence of his brother officers to 
prevail on him i» remaiA, even lor a few hours> 
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in their society ; bat their united efforts to detain 
him longer than midnight proved ansaccessfoL 

Between riding and driving it was after six 
o'clock before the green ivy of the tall tower 
waved its graceful leaves as in welcome of the 
young husband's return ; never had he admired 
the old house as he did when he reined up his 
horse upon a little bridge about a quarter of a 
mile distant, to gaze upon it in the morning sun, 
for the windows danced in a blaze of light, and 
the trees were tinted with a thousand hues ; his 
heart swelled with hope and happiness as he 
thought of its inhabitants, and spurring on his 
horse he rode more swiftly until he was at the 
outer gate of Ivy Tower. 

" Why, Dame Harford, the roses that have 
left your cheeks are the only flowers I miss 
this morning," cried Audley, as the gatekeeper 
drew the iron rails aside to admit her master, on 
whom she gazed with a mixture of joy, surprise, 
and doubt. He laughed as he spoke, and rode 
on, but the woman darted after him and caught 
the reins. 

** Oh I sir," she exclaimed, " wait a bit ; do 
not go to the house a moment ;et, for I see you' 
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know nothing of what has happened since you 
left" 

^^ And why not tell it me at once, good dame ? 
Speak oat, Harford, for your looks portend no 
good." 

** No, sir, but much evil ; a terrible deed was 
done at Ivy Tower last night." 

** Terrible deed," he repeated, now seriously 
alarmed. ^^ My wife, has anything happened to 
her? Is she ill? Is she dead?" He gasped 
out the last words spasmodically, and stared 
wildly in the woman's face. 

" No, thank Providence ; but ride slowly, sir, 
for I cannot walk as fast as your horse, and I will 
tell you as we go along." 

Thus, but indifferently prepared for the terrible 
tidings. Major Somers trod up and down the 
library in a frame of mind bordering on delirium, 
augmented by being denied admittance to his 
wife ; he dispatched David, whom he saw hur- 
rying down the hall with a decanter in his 
hand, to ask Sir Winfred for a speedy interview, 
and the Baronet, despite the anxiety of his own 
breast, lost not a moment in complying; their 
hands were wrung in strong emotion before Sir 
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Winfred entered into the foil particulars of what 
he knew himself. 

^ My braye wile^ my noble-hearted Florence ; 
Qod bleeB yon &>t that deed/* said Aodley, aftra 
he had listened to every word that had fidlen 
from his firi^id's lipa with painful intensiiy. 
^^ Oh I the vile coward^ the doable-dyed villain ; 
heirs fire is not hot enough for his craven soul ; 
my poor girl, and she raved about my deaths you 
say I I will see her now, for all the doctors in 
the universe shall not keep me away while that 
fear haunts her. Ah I Sir Win&ed, joy never 
kills^ and I will go to my wife this moment ; 
my heart is bursting to be blest with the life of 
her dear presence." 

His hand was upon the handle of the door, for 
ia his excitement he forgot all else,, and would 
h^ve oarried out his intuition, had not Sir Win- 
feed recalled him. 

" Stop, Major Somars,'* he cried, " if you 
would avoid being your wife's murderer. T tell 
ypu„ man,, thia shock might be fatal to her, so 
rest here, and I will aend the physiolan thilher,^ 
who is the most likely person to talk you into 
reason.'* 
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The Baroviet Mt the room, and when alone tlie 
dannUess soldieF sank upon a chair in anguish, 
and throwing his arms across the table, buried 
his face upon them, so that no eye save Qae 
might witness the tears that trickled down his 
manly cheek. 

^* My wife,'* he murmared, as the physician's 
hand was laid upon his shoulder. 

^ Is sleeping," he said, ^'and believe me that 
sleep is the sweetest and best balm contained in 
the most approved Pharmacopeia ; she was worked 
to a pitch of madness when I arrived^ although, 
after recovering from a swoon into which they 
told me she had fallen from violent excitement ; 
I gave her a draught, but, poor thing, even in 
slumber she starts frequently, and cries upon the 
name of Audley — yours, I presume, sir — which 
she seems confusedly to connect with that un> 
pleasant occurrence of last night, or I should 
rattier say this morning.'* 

^ But is she in danger? I know she is 
wounded ; have you extracted the ball, and what 
is it you apprehend ?" cried Audley eagerly, 

^^ Nothing now, assuredly; but from the state 
in which I found her— knowing, of course, her 
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tender eitoation — sbe reqniied all the care and 
actiTC treatment that ecienoe could aoggett^ and 
medicine, sir, is tlie greatest raoioe of aD, tor it 
expands the — ** 

^^ Bot the ball, sir — joa did not tell me that^ 
or if she suffered maclu'' 

^' She did not even wince when the scalpel cut 
throngh the tissnes in which it was embedded^ 
for it had entered deeply into the mnscolar parts 
of the shoalderi althoagh the hemorrhage was 
bat slight, which was attributed to ihe absence 
of large yessels — '* 

*^ Had she anyone with her during the opera- 
tion ?** again interrupted Somers. 

^^ Yes, a loTely girl^ the bravest-hearted 
creature which it has ever been my supreme 
happiness to behold ; but as I said before, sir, or 
rather as I think I said before, for I am in 
doubt about it, the mind was there, high and 
noble— the mind, sir, is like a watch, a piece of 
fine machinery, by which the movements of the 
body are worked to the nicety of— of what shall 
I say, sir?** 

** Never mind," returned Audley, *' similes are 
sometimes awkward, and you will serve me better 
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by being more concise. My wife had her little 
daughter Lily with her ?" 

^^ Yes, Lily, sweet name, pure and lovely as 
herself. Why do not ladies be oftener called 
after their namesakes, I wonder? — the sweet 
flowers that gladden the earth with their beauty, 
sir. But I see you are impatient. There wa& 
a young gentleman present, a noble youth ; your 
brother, I presume, sir ; for if I mistake not, I 
can trace a resemblance between the two faces. ''^ 

" No, merely a friend ; it was William Lindley ; 
but when may I see her ; surely it is cruel not 
to disburden her heart relative to mysel£'' 

** To do BO before this," returned the pompous 
man of physic, ^^ would have been to place her 
life in greater jeopardy ; but she has been slightly 
prepared, with much caution Sir, and when she 
awakes I see no reason why your meeting should 
be postponed ; for happiness or peace are restor- 
atives that frequently recall a patient from an 
untimely grave, and connubial love, sir, is the 
most perfect of all happiness, it turns one's joys 
to sorrows — ^no, I mean the reverse — and renders 
our home an asylum for — what shall I say now^ 
sir?" 
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aad well thoog^t ot I tiiMimii jm ue a poet. 



^ Hoy cnlf a lofer af ibcae who are so gifted ; 
but here is lindkj , and mho can aaf Hiat tiie 
poeby of peace and haf^neaB aie not shining in 
Us glowing ftstnies!" 

Willism wmng the band of Ub fiiend wannl^, 
whOe he addressed himself to Dr. Levingatone. 

<< Miss Werter/* he said, ** mnst have woiked 
a miracle^ sir^ since, nnaasisted hy your adTioe, she 
has prepared her mother for this joyfbl meeting, 
and if MajiMr Somers doea not immediately go to 
her she will join him here.'' 

<^ Humph, not an nnwiae proceeding of Misa 
Lily'i/* remarked the doctor. ^^ But be it wisdom 
or fally, the hot-headed soldier haa acted on it 
and fled ; however, his countenance cannot fail to 
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give pleasure to wboever bebelda it^ and will 
shine upon the heart of his wife like a ray of 
sonabine upon a gleoiay landscape ; f<Hr, aa surely 
as the sun brighteDS, k>¥e leYives the sinking 
Bpirifa of despondency^ and fills the veins of hope 
with the yitality of yonth and passion. Now^ 
yonog g^atlecnan^ with yonr kind permission^ I 
will dive into the mysteries of this old volume^ 
whieb I have taken from yonder shelf, and if one 
could judge of a book by its oover^ cariosity 
wonld have a carast worth ebewing here ; then I 
shaU retom to Mr. Norcott, who will w>t require 
my asststance long.'* 

^^ Major Somers has displayed both taste and 
jodgmenf in tiie selection of hia library,^ aaid Sir 
WiikCred,. who nov entered; ^^and if Master 
Lindley will aocompany me for a few minutes^ 
you can feast your soul here, sir^ with many rare 
specimens of talent^ and be quite undiatarbed. the 
while." 

^< Thmre's 80iae4hing you wish to speak to mi»^ 
about, sir/* said William, as they gaiued the 
conidQiF? 

^ Yes. I feel that yoni would do me a seicvice 
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if 70a could— speak low, although there is uo one 
near." 

^* Willingly. Nothing would give me greater 
pleasure than to serve you.** 

^' This woman, this Harriet Thompson, tell me 
if ever you saw her before, or if she would be 
likely to hear from you what she refuses to hear 
from me." 

^' I have often seen her as the servant of Colonel 
Werter's widow, when I always found her civil 
and obliging. I believe she would listen to me 
if to anyone, although she is stubborn and wilf al ; 
yet I have had a trial of hex temper before this, 
and think I understand it." 

"William Lindley," returned Sir Winfred, 
*^ you are young, very young, almost a boy, yet I 
am going to trust you with what is dearer to me 
than life— my honour." 

" Sir Winfred," said William, " one is nothing 
without the other. You may trust me with both,, 
for my own shall not be more sacredly kept than 
yours shall be." 

With a wildly throbbing heart Audley entered 
his wife's apartment, and while his emotion pre- 
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Tented the ntteranoe of a single word^ he pressed 
her tenderly to his bosom. 

^^Andley, my hnsband, thank Qod that yon 
are here/* was the simple welcome that borst 
from her glad heart, then she was as silent as 
himself, bnt there is a happiness too great for 
language to express^ which, on this occasion, 
filled the soul of both husband and wife, and 
Lily, feeling it was a scene too sacred for mortal 
oye, withdrew unnoticed from the room. 
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CHAFTEK XXIX, 



THE XKQUIET. 



Mj fiuilty muijfintm k; mj jn^gBi u fear; 



with ligMH Mny I fc-r.* 

GlBTILLl. 



LsTQUSSTB, altlioiigh formidable «ffidfi» are gw&- 
rally nnintenBtuig, bat the ftefc of a beamtifid 
female being the principal actor in the scene, 
rendered that of Fitzroy^'s a perfect source of 
excitement; for by the crowds that flocked into 
the lawn, and gathered in little knots aboat the 
doors of Ivy Tower, it was easy to discern that 
an nnnsnal interest prevailed in the present case. 
Here a gronp of conntiy men or farmers nodded 
and whispered, while they discussed the various 
points of law that came under their wise jurisdic- 
tion. There a few women gesticulating and talk- 
ing mysteriously told the story with their own 
additions, to some cherry-cheeked damsels, ^ho 
looked askance at the Tower, as if they expected 
to see the ghost of the dead man under every 
waving ivy leaf; children left 'off their play to 
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bear their iaikers give their vension of tbe won- 
derfal tale ; babies pulled their mother^i caps, 
jealous of the attention bestowed on "what did not 
oonoem themselves ; and there were those in the 
motley crowd who tremhkd for the fate of the 
kind ladj^ who had cheered their homes and 
relieved their wants when thej were in sorrow 
and distress. 

Dr. LevingstoDe in vain used his authority 
witii Ms patient, who, deaf to eitiier entreaties 
or warnings, insisted on b^ng present at the 
inquest And leanine: on her husband's arm- 
looking pale and fatigued^ indeed— Florence was 
one of die first wlho entered the room wbere 
the corpse lay. 

The j'ory, composed of country gieniiemen, who 
were friends and netglibouDB, they gathered beside 
&e ooioner, while each looked upon Mrs. Somers 
witia onriosiity. From all that they •ootdd giean 
from current report, she was a person that had 
displayed lextraordinary presence of mind, and 
oonsiderixig she W4M only m, wooian, they regarded 
her with w^onder. 

The ttpartmeat soon becasne erowded, and Lady 
WJiniiow was poshed doee beside Florenoe, who 
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had placed herself near the bier, which was raised 
on a dais in the centre. 

There was a striking contrast between the two 
women as thus they stood. Mrs. Somers, whose 
countenance, although pale, was as gentle almost 
as a child's, appeared from her bearing to be only 
intent upon studying the lineaments of her hus- 
band's face, for at that time her eyes seldom 
rested on any other object except one, and that a 
pistol which she carried in her hand ; while Louisa 
shrank as much behind her as possible, with 
features ghastly in their whiteness^ and her eyes 
wauderiug restlessly from William Lindley to 
Harriet Thompson^ who wept quietly a little frir- 
ther apart. 

When spoken to^ Floreuce, withdrawing her 
hand from Audley^s arm, stood forward, and bow- 
ing to the jury, addressed the Coroner in a clear 
voice, which rang distinctly through the most 
distant corner of the apartmenti. 

^^ Gentlemen," she said, ^^ it will save unneces- 
sary trouble if I explain as concisely as is in my 
power, what it is your duty here to learn." 

&he paused, while, with a steady hand, she 
removed the covering from the face of the corpse. 
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then, as though she were almost speaking to her- 
self, in following the thread of memory, she re- 
sumed — 

^' For years, this man who has fallen a victim 
to his own passions, persecuted and haunted me 
from place to place, snatching the necessaries of 
life from my children's lips, and doing his worst 
to blast my fair name with slander. Gentlemen, 
you have, one or two of you at least, been ac- 
quainted with Colonel Werter ; while I was his 
wife, I had the misfortune to awaken a feeling in 
this man's breast, which has been the curse of 
my existence. Look now upon this bier, for 
therein lies the murderer of your old friend. You 
may well start ; it was to gratify revenge that 
that life was sacrificed, and the inheritance of my 
children taken from them ; through this man 
both they and I have been reduced to the direst 
poverty — last night he sought my life, I was 
wounded, as your eyes can testify, and it was in 
self-defence that this weapon, which I now hold 
in my hand, was turned upon himself, how, I 
scarce can tell, I only feel that heaven gave me 
strength to save myself ; it did the rest." 

VOL. III. Q 
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<f There can. be no question oc doobfa about iV* 
remarked the Coroner. ^* It Ib easily nndeiratoodL'* 

^^ Explain more explicitly/' demanded a juror* 

Florence did so uDflinchiiigly* 

^^ I caught his band aa this weapon was raised 
for the purpose of sending its contents throng 
me*'* 

'' You could not tell his purpose^ He hai not 
fired before^'* 

'^ He had done sa In desperation I caaghfe 
bis band, and thrust it from me tbus~-ba(d:wardi& 
It was in doiog so the &tal shot wen€ off tilMti 
kiUed him and alarmed tke households" 

^ The fact of his presence in the dJresaing^FOQeii 
proves a bad intention." 

^^How did be get there?" aaked. another 
** Were the doors, secured 9" 

^' Yes ; two hours pf eviousljr my servant, as; is 
customaiy^ secured ea^k door aiod window in tbei 
house." 

^^ Then he must bfi^ve attained ingress from 
some person on the premises ; which istb^s servant 
you mean, for it is neqessary to qu^stio^E^ him or 
her?" 



After eorrchantiag iim 
Dayid tiiniad fcuMidt Huriel, 

<* Thi» womati, an' pkMe JOS gcBlknieB, 
I know nothing ftrtlier mbont, wm band in tk» 
tnnet fluA morakig; liaTii^ acned the wittf out 
of mj fellow servaatB with her Boane and graaoaL 
How Ae CBOie there I do not knew ; bet moat 
likely she can throw light upon the aobject her- 
self/' 

^^ M7 name is Harriet Thompaoa^** aaid the 
neM Witness^ '' I waa living with fliis onferta- 
nate man as — as his wife, ors, although no such 
tie had ever boond ns ; and know that for jears 
he had followed Mrs. Somers, persecoting and 
filatidenng her as she haa avowed^ nntil maddened 
by her second marriage^ he came here last night 
to murder her«^ 

^^ Florence^ take me away for heaven sake, or 
I shall die I ** Whispeitsd Louisa,^ as Harriet 
paased* 

^^ I followedi' ' resaftied the girl,< after a quick 
glance i^eiind the apartment^ ** in order to preveat 
tbat^ if I could ; but missed my way, as there are 
many witnesses to provcy and was looked in the 

Q 2 
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toiret laat night I entoed thioagh a glass door 
leading to tlie lawn bj aflight of stone steps. It 
waa only closed, and I suppose the man David 
fioigot to lock it^ 

** Yon swore jon locked it?** said a magistrate, 
taming to the serrant. 

A look ttom Sir Winfied cautioned David to 
sil^ice, who replied — 

'^ Well, yonr worshqi^s pleasure, I foigot that 
one perhaps.*' 

'* Perhaps won't da Yon are on your oath. 
Did yon lock the door?" 
** Na" 

^* Elnow yon the penalty of this prevarication ?" 
<' It is evident," said Sir Winfred, '< that the 
man does not mean to prevaricate; he admits 
that he may have forgotten to bolt or lock that 
door. The girl would have done all in her power 
to prevent the fatal deed, and it is not her fault 
to have been shut up, for I myself found her in a 
state of unconsciousness this morning, which 
David and Charley Werter can testify. She told 
me she had not strength to make her presence 
known, for that she was in the same condition 
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moiBent here in thia veiy house. GU>od heavena I 
where can we not trace treachery and deceit wh^ 
tiiey sit on our very hearthstone P I would not 
wonder if you, who seem to bwre been surrouaded 
by nothing else, could point out f&ore delinquents 
in your household now.** 

<< Heaven forbid I" returned Florence, while 
Lady Winlow cowered beneath the random ehot 
as if it were aimed at her. 

'^ Further information/' remarked a magis- 
trate, ^^ was lodged with me last erening, relative 
to the fate of Colonel Werter, by £ari De Bui^g. 
He has obtained a warrant for Norcott'a apprt* 
hensioB, and went to Lincondoon es we came 
tiere. But, doubtless, when he finds that this 
has been the asylum last night for this person, he 
will come hither, armed with whatever prooA and 
authority he holds in his possession*'^ 

The jury, having heard the further evidoijiod of 
all present, in connection with the ease of Fibs- 
roy, returned the verdict:^ — ^^Accidentally shot 
by his own hand.'^ 

All present were then dismissed. 

At this moment Mrs. Somers felt a heavy bur* 
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den lean against her ; and^ moving aside, she saw 
the body of Ella Fairfield fall at her feet 

As she followed her nnconscioos friend, who 
was borne from &s icene, Fka^nce laid her hand 
lightly on Lady Winlow's arm, and whispered — 

^'Escape! Fly from this honse before another 
honr passes^ and never let us meet again I I 
know all^ and yont deceit has patted us for 
ever I " 
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CHAPTER y^^ 
Ella's reparation. 

*' Ah ! I remember well (and how oan I 
Bat erermore remember well P)" 

Saxuxl DunsL. 

CoKBTSKNATiON and excitement took the place of 
peace and happiness at Somerville, when the 
family heard of the terrible scenes that had been 
enacted daring the night in Aadley's household ; 
Sir Gordon hurried his weeping wife to Ivy Tower 
before she had time to comprehend fully the mean- 
ing of all that had occurred^ while Rettie and 
Tracers, followed by old Mr. Somers, hurried as 
quickly after them. 

Earl De Burg, who, from the evening he held 
the secret conference with Major Somers at 
Hastings, had laboured hard to link together a 
chain of circumstantial evidence against Frederick 
Norcott, and believed he had succeeded; that 
night when he forced Audley into a private apart- 
ment, it was to pour into his ear the suspicions 
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that had haunted himself siDce he first discovered 
the phials ia the pocket-handkerchief. One con- 
taining the dregs of the bottles from Liljmount, 
the other compounded by the strange chemist — 
the former label bearing the name of Norcott^ the 
latter that of another firm, both chemically 
different. 

Msgor Somers, in scornfal anger^ repudiated 
the charge against his friend ; and, passionately 
defending the brother of Mrs. Fairfield, allowed 
the Earl to quit the hotel, not only in high 
dudgeon, but with a fierce desire to prove the 
validity of his own statements. 

The apartment in which the inquest had been 
held was soon cleared of all, except the magis- 
trates and Coroner, who were closeted together, 
when an impatient knocking announced a visitor 
of some importance. It was Earl De Burg, who 
was at once admitted into the secret council of 
the mysterious room. 

After a few moments, the door opened, and the 
gentlemen passed into the corridor. 

"Nothing could have been more clearly proved,'* 
remarked the Coroner to Earl De Burg, as they 

Q 6 
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wwt along, and, without ceiemonj, entered ihe 
apartment of Frederick Noicott 

M^jor Somen, who aooompa^ied them, <ibrew 
back as he passed the threshold, and, with up- 
lifted hands, forbid their fisrther advanoe. 

"Stay," he said, "law may hold out the 
scales of justice as it will, since here it is a sirfbr 
baqd that holds the balance. " 

S^ip^ling besiide the bed, with their faces bmiad 
on the counterpane, Sir Gordon and Lady Tracers 
lemaiped in the altitude of prayer ; while Mrs. 
F^ir^ld, with her faoe Rained to her b<^otbep^a, 
and her hand clasped over his, knelt alone on the 
other pi4e. $tandi]>g, with his anxis folded mpon 
his briQast, aQd hia ^09 fts^ed in msAly pity vpoa 
tb^ &itbf^l Ml^ Dr^ Orwond graYoIy lii^red 
by the foot of tbie bed> blessing in Ym heari 4he 
Qreat Physician who bad treated hie own slEiU as 
4ro9S wd iM>tbing9ess,^ 

" You may advance now, Eaxl De Burg/'' said 
'^l\% rising, i^d a^ h^ did so» he stood by the 
corpse of Fredemk I^Qrcott; bendii^g his head 
rey^^^ly^ ^e hid an open paoket «pon the 
comt^^a^fw U. QQnlP'iiKed two^ smaU betiies. 

" Thus,'* BB^d the Earl, " thus ends human 
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justice now; QnUty or cnnoMat, his eofvl is 
arraigned at the highest bar, and the mightiest 
of all jadges may not deny the meroy that eould 
not be TioQchfiafod him bersb Oome, Mr. Coroner, 
oEor business in ihifl chamber is finished." 

Without Miother wofd, thej left the hoose in 
tfa0i>ghtfiilDes& 

Frederick had only onos fipoken since the mo* 
ment of his attaok. It was nrhen Di:. Qrtnond^ 
tfiming to hiB sister, geiitly prepared her fox his 
dissolution ; then his almost rigid lips iao?ed 
yrjih a last efiort o£ aritioalatiou, and the words, 
^^ Blessed be God," fonned themselves mpon tibem, 
to be sealed there witih his latest breath* He 
died in the aroui of hjB loving sister fifteen 
minutes before the entrance of the Earl ; and she 
hailed his death as a reprieve sent by heaven to 
save hiin fivwa an ignomi^iOas grave^ and his 
fwwily from a bligbtiiig legdcy-^tbe joemory of a 

SQftffold* 

.Mrs4 Fairfield beiog^ of oourise, heir to her 
hnsband's enormous wealth, found herself the 
possessor of Lilymount^ which «dnabled ber to 
make a reparation to Florence i«vbofle geaeroq^ 
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friendship still made one of the brightest joys of 
her existence. 

One morning, in the beginning of August, Ella 
entered the breakfast parlour at Ivy Tower. She 
had arrived at Somerville from Lincondoon the 
previous evening, on a private mission, in which 
she had taken Eettie, Lily, and Gteorge Travers 
into her confidence; and whether it was the 
early walk, or the exhilarating influence of 
her pleasant thoughts, or both combined, that 
gave an unusual purity to her complexion, and a 
beauty to the few silver hairs the breeze had 
scattered over her brow, her deep mourning 
robes, and above all, the bustle of pleasant ex- 
citement under which she laboured, rendered her 
a very interesting little personage as she stood 
before the Major in that sunny little parlour. 

'^ What an unfashionable visitor you are, Ella,^* 
said Florence, cordially welcoming her friend* 
" Why, we have not breakfasted yet, and you 
have come all the way from Somerville at this 
hour." 

'^ A mile at farthest, to take my coffee with 
you, if I be permitted." 
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*^ Something more than coflfee has indaoed yoa 
to leave Bettie so early, or to have been there at 
all without telling me about if 

^* Yes ; this little things which came too late 
yesterday, or I should have been here last 
night'' 

Mrs. Fairfield laid a folded paper on the table 
as she spoke. 

^'This — ^what is this?" asked Mrs. Somers. 
<' Title Deeds. Estate. Audley, read it; for I 
see the name of Lilymount in large characters* 
What does it mean ?'' 

^^ It is simply a deed of title^ making it over 
to you/' returned Migor Somers ; ^^ and is even 
more welcome, I know, than the papers I re- 
ceived yesterday, which stripped me of my red 
coat; but, Mrs. Fairfield, this is too generous a 
gift, even for your friendship." 

^^Too generous. Oh I that it were more so; 
would I not give all my uncoveted possessions to 
create what I have now done upon the face of 
your wife ? Look at her standing with the scroll 
in her hand, while her whole countenance is 
radiant with delight Surely Florence looks the 
very personification of a new found joy." 
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^^ Lilymonnt/' unuomied JSxb. Someray as 
tiioiigk giraig expression to her own thongkts, 
rather than addressing any one ; ^^ to hve again 
in Liljfmoiittty the home of my happy cMUhood^ 
myyery birthplace^ and where my parents breathed 
their last blessing upon me ; to live there mtii 
Andieyl Oh I itneems too much happinees to 
be realised. But she cannot mean it-wt cannot 
be true.'' 

^ But sha does mean it, and it is perfectly troe,^' 
chimed in Lily, ^'for sha told me all abont it a 
week ago.'* 

<^ Florence is so fbnd of Ivy Tower^" r^narked 
tk» Msjor, ^^ that I fear she cannot possibly be 
got out e£ it" 

^<Ah! iLfidley^ yon know how hateful tins 
plaee is b» jne, sinoe those tenible events; bat 
let ns not speak of tbam. Lilymonnj>^if it had 
been any other place I would not heFe been taken 
so ranch by fliirpctfie ; but to live age^n in theold 
G|K>t ii»i vraa eilwej^s 30 very pffeck)a8 to ise» 
Ah 1 KQa, wovdQ aie aselesft to mo now^ fer no 
luigaaga eonld conY^ the femonr of flay gcati*^ 
tnOe for this.'' 

<'I am ri^fajiy nepaidr b^ ynar nooepiaaee f atjA 
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new, if joa ha¥« oompaaiuon 4>n «a indiyidoal 
who is not accuBtomed to fiwting, let ns haTO 
some coffee. Bat where is Mr. Somers ? Bettie 
told me he walked over heie yesterday ; perhaps 
he breakfasts in faed.*' 

^^ fie is kte, certainly. Lily dear, see if 
grandpapa will broaklast in bier own room*'^ 

*^ A very iaay habit, whieh yon would fain en- 
Goorage,^' s^id Mr. Songkers, entering, and eateh* 
ing Liiy in his arms, as she flew upon her 
errand. 

He was followed by a servant with letters. 

'^ One for me,^' cgf^enlaited Florence^ reading, 
^ and from William Lindley. What can the boy 
be a(f So heavy. Yes, I do dedare««*-k<iw very 
kind— ^ways knew he liked him — supplied the 
wretched girl ^th fl^reans— Hjuit the co«mtrj^^ 
Sandhurst — ftrture eduoa/tieii — profession — ambi* 
tion-^oeal palaee. New really I am rejoieed." 

*^ Bo would we if we knew what it was all 
about,^' laughed Audley, ^ fe« to judge from what 
we ean glean of ^ contents^ i •should fancy it to 
be rather an Ineoberent epistle '^ 

^ It is a lefttor fix)m Williaoi, en^esing one 
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from Sir Winfred/' replied Florence. ^' I shall 
read the letter for all your benefit" 

"My Deab William, 

'' After a rough passage we arrived 
in Paris, not much the worse of the horrors at- 
tending a sea voyage. Harriet Thompson, who 
acted very respectably as Loai's maid until we 
procured a French abigail, was delighted at the 
prospect before her in New Zealand, for which 
she has embarked. Lady Winlow is cheerful^ 
although repentant, which is all that I desire, 
and more than I so soon expected. 

^^I have had a communication from your 
father, in answer to one from myself, asking his 
permission to take care of your future education ; 
which having obtained, I purpose that you take 
up your abode at Sandhurst to prepare yourself 
for the profession I have often heard you declare 
was your ambition to enter. The commission you 
must receive from my hand. We have been at 
one or two select reunions at the ducal palace ^ 
but Lady Winlow prefers the repose of home to 
the state and magnificence of such society, and 
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the dear girl is antiring in her efforts to please 
and spoil her old husband.'' 

^'I beg your pardon, Flory," cried Major 
Somers ; ^^ bat if we listen to all the Baronet's 
encomiums upon his wife, our breakfast will be 
cold. And now that we can heartily congratulate 
William and Lily also on a step that will enable 
him to carve out an honourable position for him- 
self, I see no reason why we should not as heartily 
CDJoy the carving of that chicken next you, or 
why Mrs. Fairfield and father should be casting 
longing glances at these savoury dishes in vain." 

So the cheerful party gathered round the 
breakfast table at last, and did ample justice to 
the good cheer before them; after which Ella 
returned to Lincondoon, relieved of half her sor- 
row, which faded gradually from her soul in the 
atmosphere of genial affection by which she was 
surrounded. 

Ella Fairfield had become the lady bountiful 
who gladdened the poor man's home, while to the 
guests who made the walls of Lincondoon ring 
with mirth and festivity she was not only the 
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mirers.'* Those who kneir "her inbimfttely *mw Ia 
the oonrteons lady a friend on whom they conld 
le^^ and 'Aere 'wws imoore tiMH onetnaizly breast 
BGMT LkteoBdoon (that tiiidbbed the ikBter ^wiiea 
riie uras b^ but onB look upon tthe 9we€(t Iboe '4xm» 
flainly rtold tibrai that ber tieart ooald never mtm 
aipalDe to lanether <eartiilf pasinoB. 

'ISiere was one wffot wrhen Ella was a constant 
Tisiter'^ it was 4o a little g^wre in a deserted 
dbiivoltjraxd, tbe ttMafbcrtone ^ef whkkt %ore the 
mnfte name of ^ Hsity." 
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" The cosj mom long nnoe Uft Tithoii*fl bed, 
All ready to her ailTer ooadh to dunb j 
And Phfceboa 'gins to show his glorions head* 
Hark ! now the oheerftil^irdB do ohant their layi. 

Aodi»^of hort^Mfnimy 

Spnrso. 



IvT Towsu$, looked very dismal with its doged 
abutters And drawa blinds^ as Floienoe stood on 
the lavn to ooniieiDpIate its aspeet. 

^^ •One vonld fimcy/' said Aadley, ^^ that yon 
were taking a lingering sorrey of a belored 
objeot^ to imporess it for ever on yoar memory/* 

^ Did I not oome thi&er aa yonr biid&^hew, 
then, €w I part from even it with indifference P* 

^^ Because yon are taking w^ yon an affiaetiany 
a thousandfold mose steadfast than that which 
brought you h^ie as the bride yon speak oV^ 

^ IVne^ Andley. I feel itr^yonr neiv^er weary- 
ing kindness tdls me so eirery hoar «f my life.'' 
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Again Florence took a lingering look at the 
house ; then waving her hand in token of adiea, 
took her seat in the carriage, and^ amid the good 
wishes of a grateful peasantry, left Ivy Tower for 
ever. 

Lilymount was their destination, and the heart 
of Florence grew too full for utterance as the 
familiar scenes of childhood again met her view. 
She looked from one spot to another as the 
carriage passed under triumphal arches — a device 
of Mrs. Fairfield's — and leaning her head on 
Audley's shoulder, she wept for very joy. 

Happiness seldom takes a note of time, and in 
the years that rolled over the family at Lily* 
mount, a child grew up to maidenhood imper- 
ceptibly until her rare beauty attracted the notice 
of strangers, and called Florence's attention to 
the fact that her daughter would soon have many 
suitors for her hand ; but not forgetting an old 
friendship, she trusted that Lily would be as true 
to her childhood's reminiscence as her own heart 
was to the kindness of Mrs. Lindley. 

A beautiful autumn still scattered the summer's 
bloom in profusion along the pleasure grounds of 
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Lilymount, and dotted the lake with white 
flowers, which were the name-sakes of the gentle 
girl who gazed admiringly at the swans that floated 
oyer its placid waters ; standing beside her was a 
young man in a sort of undress military costume^ 
who bent his head while whispering something 
that brightened the bloom upon the fair face, and 
of which he seamed jealous lest the air should 
catch a sound, or bear it to another ear, which 
the treacherous breeze seemed to have done, for 
Florence and Audley were attracted by the mur- 
mured words. 

" It is as we hoped," said Mrs. Somers, " for 
look at the countenance of each, and who could 
doubt the constancy of those young hearts ?" 

**I fear she will follow the fogtsteps of her 
mother,'' remarked Mr. Somers, who was seated 
in a bath chair near his son, ^^ and marry in her 
teens.'' 

** That she can scarcely do, since William has 
only just now begun his military career.^' 

" Which is to be more of a pleasure than a 
profession ; of course then he can marry when he 
chooses. Sir Winfred has acted most handsomely. 
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and the better part of his fortune id alteady 
settled on Lindley.'' 

^^Tes, and with LooLsa'd fall eaucoiYCfnce' ; 
bow changed for the better she must be ; bat stiH 
Lily can scorely marry in her teens, for she is 
nearly twenty now.*' 

"Only one month after nineteen, my di3ar,** 
corrected Mr. Somers. " Pray heaven — if it be not 
too much for an old man like me to w»A for-^(£taf 
I may Knger in this life until I see that sunny 
head crowned with its bridal wreatlri aifii that 
sensitive young heart safe in the keeping* of (mt' 
noble friend yonder. What is the- boy saying* to 
make her shrink from him like that 7 Look afi the' 
fellow, he has captured her hand, and is bringing' 
her here, much against her wiH', as it seems.'* 

At that moment Lily's embarrassment was te^ 
lieved by a laughing child — ^the ywmgert' of 
Florence and Audley's little flock — who clung ^ 
her side, shouting merrily— 

" No, Willy ; Lily stay with Blly, 'on't matry 
'ou at all.'' 

The child had broken the restraint^ ha^ Hd-^ 
vealed the truth, and in a few mmirtes' more^the 
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yonthfal lovers stood in the centre of that happy 
group, receiying the good wishes of those loving 
hearts upon their betrothal. 

And old Mr. Somers had his wish, for before 
her twentieth birthday, Lily stood before him as 
the happy bride of William Lindley. 



THE END. 
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